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*' There safely sheltered now, they miss 
The turmoil of a world like this : 
Obtain the victory ere they fight, 
And walk with Jesus Christ in white." 
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PREFACE. 



I FEEL it to be an honour to be entrusted with 
the following pages, and a privilege to place 
them into the hands of our dear young friends 

The Memoirs here given are true accounts of 
some who were early in life taught by the 
Spirit of God, and then gathered home to glory. 
Each account is authenticated by parent, 
minister, or ftiend ; and every word has been 
most carefully weighed. 

I am hopeful that this book will be valued 
by parents who desire the eternal welfare of 
their children, and by ministers and teachers 
who take a living interest in the young. 

May the Holy Spirit be graciously pleased 
to bless the reading of these pages to many 
young hearts, and create those tender, gracious 
desires which He alone can satisfy ! 

William Wileman. 

November, 1893. 
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fl IiAMB OF CHRIST'S FOLD. 

By the late Miss Sarah Farmer. 



IT was on a visit to a humble cottage that I, 
by chance, as some would say, heard of 
Mary Blagdon. But I will not call it 
chance ; for I think it must have been 
ordered by an All-wise Providence, that I might 
learn of her, formerly my scholar, the two all- 
important lessons — viz., how to bear affliction, 
and how to die. 

It may be well to speak of her first as a 
scholar. When I became a Sunday - school 
teacher, Mary was among the number commit- 
ted to my charge. She was remarkable for her 
good behaviour, her quiet and gentle deport- 
ment, and was ever attentive to what was said ; 
but her attendance was very irregular, the reason 
of which I afterwards found out. She had no 
shoes of her own to wear ; in fact, she always 
appeared very thinly clothed. From her irregular 
attendance, it cannot be supposed that she was 
forward with her book. She could hardly join 



lo Lambs Safely Folded^ 

her letters together. After she had been in the 
school about twelve months, her father left 
L , to reside in a neighbouring village. 

I heard no more of Mary until the time before 
mentioned, which was in the year 1845, I was 
then informed that she was in a rapid consump- 
tion. I went to see her ; and, oh ! what did I 
see ? What shall I compare her to ? A skeleton, 
a mere shadow ! She was grown so tall in the 
four years, that I hardly knew her again. Her 
countenance was pale and emaciated, except 
when flushed with the consumptive bloom. She 
instantly recognised me, and said, " You were 
my teacher. I am so glad to see you. Oh that 
I had gone more constantly to school ! It is true 
I often had no stockings or shoes to put on ; but 
what did that signify r I could have ^one with- 
out any." 

I inquired the state of her mind as regarded 
eternity. She replied, " I have no desire to live 
in this world ; it is such a wicked world. But I 
want to know that my sins are forgiven, and 
that I belong to Jesus." Here she burst into 
tears, but continued: *'I am the chief of sinners ; 
my sins seem greater than any one's. My chief 

desire for wishing to come to L was, I 

thought I should be more likely to see some 
friend who would instruct me in the way of 
salvation." But she was not so ignorant as she 
supposed herself to be ; for she had been taught 
of the Holy Spirit that needful lesson — the 
depravity of the human heart. She had also a 
correct knowledge of the plan of salvation ; 
though she had not obtained it of mortals, for no 
one visited her, nor was she a good reader. It 
was quite evident she was taught of God. I 
questioned her as to the nature of faith. She 
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replied, 'Oh, I often think 1 have none! My 
sins ! my sins ! they are as a mountain height ! 
But I know that one drop of Jesus' precious 
blood would be enough to wash them all 
away/ 

Many and frequent were the visits I afterwards 
made her ; and though her words have imper- 
ceptibly glided from my memory, yet the 
expressive countenance, which spoke more than 
pen can describe, will never be forgotten. Her 
frame daily grew weaker, and her breathing 
more and more difficult. The medical gentle- 
man who attended her said that her lungs were 
so far gone that she breathed as if through a 
sieve; yet, amid such weakness and sufferings, 
not a complaint or murmur escaped her lips. 
But gratitude flowed in abundance for the least 
kindness shown her. She seemed to drink deep 
into the spirit of the meek and lowly Jesus, 
whose young disciple, I hesitate not to say, she 
was. He was preparing her fast for celestial 
regions. Her faith in Him grew strong. Oh, 
how she loved the name of Jesus ! She always 
wept when she spoke of Him. With what eager 
attention would she listen to His sacred word, 
when read to her! Oh, she loved to think of 
that world where Jesus dwelt in all His glory, 
and longed for an entrance there, that she might 
behold it ! She often said she hoped to find her 
mother there, who died when Mary was quite 
young, and also her sister, who died some time 
after. She entreated her brother to leave off 
his wicked ways, and told him the consequences 
of sin. Her anxiety for her father was great; she 
wept over his sins, and prayed for his soul. 
"Ah !" said she, one day as I sat by her bedside; 
"all I can do is to pra}'^ for them, and that I have 
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done, and will do, as long as I remain here." 
She also reminded her aunt, at whose house she 
was staying the last two months of her life, of 
the necessity of being born again. "I cannot 
repay you for your kindness," said she ; •' but I 
can pray to God, and He will be sure to reward 
you. I hope you will follow me to heaven." She 
delighted much in hearing prayer ascend from 
her bedside to the throne of grace. A person 
went one evening to see her, and, it being late, 
promised to call the next day, and read to her. 
She replied, in a tone of surprise and disappoint- 
ment, "What! can't you stop to pray?" At 
another time a person was speaking of her age : 
she said, with emphasis, " I am young in years, 
but old in sin." 

Through indisposition, I was prevented from 
seeing Mary for three weeks. When again 
restored, I bent my steps toward the lowly 
cottage where she resided. 

** 'Twas evening, and the setting sun 
Was sinking in the west ; 
The cottager, his labour done, 
Returning home to rest." 

As I descended the hill, I looked around on the 
harvest-field. It was on the 21st of August. 
The reapers had been employed gathering in 
the precious fruits of the earth. The thought 
flashed across my mind, " Perhaps I shall see 
Mary no more ; this may be the last time.'^ It 
was too true The Lord of the harvest came 
that same night, and ordered her to be gathered 
into the safe garner in heaven. As I entered 
the chamber where Mary was lying, what a 
scene met my view! Mary was dying! A solemn 
silence reigned around. The sun was setting in 
all its beauty, magnificence, and splendour, and 
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casting its last departing rays on Mary, — a 
striking emblem of the dying young Christian, 
whose sun was about to set, never more to rise 
in this world, where it had had so many dark 
clouds to struggle through. But I think I never 
beheld a lovelier sight. Her forehead and lips 
well contrasted with the sheet that covered her, 
and her cheeks were dyed deep with the rose's 
hue ; her hair hung carelessly over the pillow 
on which her head was reclining, bathed in cold 
streams that ran down her face — viz., death 
sweats. As I gazed on that countenance, which 
once was full of agitation, but now calm and 
serene in the very article of death, I could not 
but adore Him who had said to the troubled 
waves, "Peace, be still." She appeared to be in 
.a sweet sleep. But when I arose to depart, she 
tried to raise her hand, and could not. I took 
hold of it. She gave me a gentle pressure, 
moved her lips to kiss me, fixed her eyes steadily 
on mine; a smile passed over her features, while 
she faintly whispered, "Good-bye, good-bye/' I 
cannot express what I felt ; but the feelings that 
came over my heart are in my memory yet. 

The first sound that fell on my ear when I 
awoke in the morning was, "Mary is dead!" 
Though I rejoiced to know that her captive 
spirit had got its liberty, and was safely lodged 
in its native home 7 though I believed her to be 
in the presence of Him whom, when unseen, she 
adored ; and though the fourteen years that she 
spent in this world was one scene of unabated 
sorrow, yet nature could not but weep for her. 
To memory she was dear. With Mary I had 
spent some of the happiest moments of my life. 
I remember her saying once, " I wish all the 
world knew Jesus/' 
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Her aunt told me that after I left she revived, 
and, knowing her time was short, wished to 
have it spent in the most profitable manner. 
She desired the person who sat up with her to 
read, which she did the greatest part of the 
nigiit, but, feeling weary, lay down. The anxious 
child, wishing to improve every moment of the 
time that remained of her short life, entreated 
her to get up. exclaiming, ''Read, read; it will 
not be much longer. Read about death." She 
read for the space of ten minutes, when Mary 
requested to be turned. Whilst in the act of 
turning her, she sank back on the pillow, and 
was heard to say, "Ah! I thought so. Come 
quick, quick, quick !" probably meaning, "Come, 
IwOrd Jesus ; come quickly." A struggle ensued, 
the tent fell, and the heaven-born, longing spirit 
fled to that world where it fain would be, on 
August 31, 1845. 




/^ 



LIGHT IH THE VflliliEY. 

{^Memoir of Alfred Drake Wtleman, of Oakham ^ who 
died February i^th^ i86^, in his Twelfth Year.) 

By his Mother. 



RE was a clever, amiable, obedient child, 
very fond of the Sunday-school, and 
highly esteemed the Lord's people. 
Besides being well acquainted with the 
Word of God, like Timothy, he read through 
the PilgrirtCs Progress several times, nearly 
twenty, and committed to memory all the 
rhymes to be found in that book. 

He took great delight in reading the Little 
Gleaner y and seemed v^ry pleased with Rhoda 
Noble's Diary. His mother often noticed these 
things, and often thought the Lord had a favour 
toward the child. He was of a very sensitive and 
tender spirit, which made her often dread the 
prospect of his going forth in future life into a 
cold and ungenial world. He was aJso modest 
and retiring, saying little concerning himself; 
but we knew that he was a sinner, and were 
anxious to know that the Lord had really 
taught him. How good it is to be assured of 
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this be/ore sickness comes! We have great 
reason to bless God for His mercy towards us. 
under the circumstances. Surely we were highly 
favoured. 

Many of Alfred's sayings in the latter part of 
his life are interesting to us. When a passing- 
bell tolled, he would ask if I thought the 
person had gone to heaven, and seemed glad 
when I could answer afiirmatively. He seemed 
much concerned when a gentleman died so 
suddenly and mysteriously, and said, " Perhaps 
if he had lived longer, he would have been a 
greater sinner." 

He wept when the muffled bell tolled at the 
death of the Prince Consort, and seemed com- 
forted when I told him we had a good hope of 
him, 

Alfred was taken ill of scarlet fever on January 
22nd, 1864. The fever very much affected his 
throat and head, so that we could gather little 
by conversation. 

On the 26th, during a partly conscious inter- 
val, Alfred said something to his father in 
^broken sentences about " Jesus — a great multi- 
tude — profession — believing." The dear child 
spoke with difficulty, through the soreness of 
throat and mouth. 

On the 27th he seemed exhausted, through 
continual restlessness. As he was lying quite 
still, I sat quietly at his back, hoping he might 
sleep. After a time he looked round, and, seeing 
me, he suddenly and fondly threw his arms 
around my neck and said, " Kiss me, O kiss me, 
my mother ! I am going to Jesus ! I want to 
see Jesus ! " I said, " Oh my boy, I would not 
grieve over your poor body if I knew that the 
Lord has pardoned your sins." He said, ** Yes, 
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He has ! " I said, '* It is a great mercy if the 
Lord has pardoned you. You will then see Him 
as He is, and be made like Him." He answered, 
" Yes, I shall." " You will like that better than 
staying in this wicked world r " " Yes." " Have 
you prayed to Jesus ? " " Yes." " How long ? " 
"A good while, mother." "Do you think Jesus 
has answered you ? " ^^ Fm sure." *' Then you 
are not afraid to die ? " " No ; I musi go to 
Him ! I want to see Jesus ! Don't cry, mothe?*; 
I am dying." I said, ''Jesus died ; He will feel 
for you, and help you, if you are one of His 
lambs." He replied, "Yes, He will. If any 
come to see me, tell them. Don't fret yourself 
away when I am gone." Then, stroking me 
fondly, he added, "You'll come, mother!" I 
added, " Then we will praise Him together." 

After lying quiet awhile, he again broke out, 
" The angels of heaven are here ! They will 
open the gates to let me in. They know Alf. 
Wileman." 

His poor tongue seemed to cleave to the roof 
of his mouth, and yet he strove for utterance. 
We only caught part of what he said : " Palm 
— victory — praise — rejoice, ye saints, and render 
praise." Afterwards he waved both hands, and 
said, with all the strength he could muster, 
"Victory! victory! Jesus got the victory!" 
His face shone with joyfiilness. 

The great enemy has frequently suggested 
that, owing to the nature of his illness, his 
reasoning faculties were impaired. But what 
followed has completely answered the lies of 
Satan. When his little brothers were going to 
bed, I wished them to be brought into the room. 
He knew them, and mentioned their names, 
saying to his father, "Pray for them, as you 
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have done for me." I said to him, " You want 
Joe to be a good boy, don't you ? " He said, 
'• Yes ; or else co^iscience will speak r I was struck 
with the manner in which he spoke this ; an 
aged Christian could not have spoken with more 
gravity and solemnity. 

January 28th. — Another restless night and 
weary day. Once, turning upon his pillow, he 
said, " Resist Satan ! I won't look at him. I 
want to see Jesus ! The light shines; carry me 
to it. The angels are here. I want to see 
Jesus ! " I said, " Jesus will help you safely to 
His fold." He replied, " Yes ; He will.'' 

No connected conversation could be held with 
Alfred after this. The doctor said he was better; 
but there was no sleep nor desire for nourish- 
ment. He appeared, at times, like one in second 
childhood ; and I began to fear a sad affliction, 
even if bodily health were restored. 

The restlessness increased, and three weeks 
passed without sleep. I was with him night and 
day. Sometimes I heard him talking about Mr. 
Sears, and saying, " Yes, sir," as if talking with 
him. 

Two nights before his death he said, *' Satan 
is busy ; but I want Jesus." 

The last spiritual utterance which could 
be understood was on the night preceding 
his death, when he said, ^''Salvation by Jesus 
Christ:' 

I believe he was sensible at last, although 
unable to speak. A few minutes before he 
departed his eyes were fixed admiringly, as if 
upon some object. He then slowly turned his 
eyes towards mine, in a way that seemed to 
imply, " Do you see ? " But utterance and 
hearing had failed, and he fell asleep on 
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February 13th, 1864, aged eleven years and ten 
months. 

Alfred left behind him several pieces of 
poetry, written by him in a copy-be ok. Some of 
them indicate considerable gift. The following 
are given as specimens :— 

HEAVEN. 

There is a place for those who love 
The Lord, the God of heaven above ; 
That place is heaven, where all those meet 
Who love to bow at Jesu's feet. 

There is no sorrow there, nor pain, 
But joy and peace for ever reign ; 
And Christ the Lord for ever stands 
To welcome sinners to His hands. 

There all the elders round the throne 
Do join in one majestic tone ; 
There all the holy we shall see. 
And dwell in their society. 

There all those meet who loved the Lord, 
And everywhere His name adored ; 
O m&y we run the heavenly race. 
And reach at last the blissful place. 

December 5th, i860 {jn his ninth year). 



PRAYER. 

I often pray, O God, to Thee ; 

But do I pray with heart 
That I from sin may be quite free 

When I from earth depart ? 

O save my friends, relations all. 

And parents too. so kind ; 
And make them pray to Thee for heaven 

With all their heart and mind. 

O send Thy Spirit down, O Lord, 
And answer all our prayers ; 

That father, mother, brothers, friends, 
May have their equal shares. 
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THE GOOD SHEPHERD. 

Hearken ! Aloud the Shepherd cries, 
" Let children come to Me ! 

I'll fold you safely in My arms» 
And you shall happy be." 

This Shepherd will forgive our sins. 
And save our souls from hell ; 

And lead us to the blissful heaven 
Where alt the holy dwell. 

They sing His praise with every tongue, 
And high their voices raise ; 

O may I strive to join that throng, 
And join with them to praise ! 



A PRAYER. 

Holy, holy, holy Lord ! ** 

Teach us to believe Thy Word ; 
Send Thy Spirit in our heart, 
And Thy sovereign grace impart. 

Our sins forgive, 

Our hearts renew. 

And let us live 

Our lives anew. 

Break our stony hearts, O Lord ; 
Bring us back again to God ; 
Give us help in time of need, 
And our s6uls and bodies feed. 

O save our souls 

From lasting pains, 

And make us free 

From Satan's chains. 

The piece last given is from the last page 
but one Alfred ever penned. The last in his 
book is an unfinished piece upon '* Shadrach, 
Meshech, and Abednego." He thus lived to fill 
his book, and then, like the three Hebrew 
youths, passed through the fire without being 
touched by the flames. In loftier strains and 
sweeter songs he now sings Jehovah s matchless 
grace and Immanuel's dying love. 

Harriet Wileman. 

Oakham. 



HEARD AfID ANSWERED. 

(A Short Memoir of Ruth Burton^ the youngest 
daughter of M. and E, Burton ^ of Eastbourne ^ who 
died March 2gth, i86y, after a short illness of three 
weeks, aged fourteen years. J 

By her Mother. 



RUTH, I hope, was brought to fear the Lord 
when very young. Once, when she was 
not four years of age, she was taken to 
see some fireworks ; she seemed very un- 
happy, and asked the question if it were not 
wicked to be there, and wished to be taken 
home, and spoke of it afterwards. She would 
often ask questions if we thought this and that 
thing were right — if there were sin in going to 
places she would mention. She was very affec- 
tionate, and showed a willingness to please her 
parents by obeying them. If she had invitations 
to go from home it was with reluctance she would 
comply. She showed great attachment to her 
Sunday-school, and did not like to be missing, 
neither when she was a scholar nor when she 
became a teacher, which she did for a short time 
before her death. She always showed a great 
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willingness to be in the means, such as public 
worship and hearing the Gospel. 

Ruth was favoured to have a gracious God- 
fearing woman for her nurse, who very tenderly 
watched over and imparted wholesome in- 
struction to her, and taught her many little 
hymns which they sang together. Her attach- 
ment to her nurse was very great, and with the 
greatest sympathy would she condole with her 
when she was poorly, and she felt a great free- 
dom with her in asking her many questions. 
When she heard or saw anything she thought 
was not right, she always would go to her and 
tell her, and seemed so anxious to know what 
Elizabeth said about it. One of her school com- 
panions told her one day that there was not any 
sin in going to the circus, because that was the 
trade of certain persons who did what they did 
to get their living, the same as her papa's trade 
was to get a living ; but she told them it was 
wicked, she knew, for her parents had told her it 
was, and that it was displeasing in the sight of 
God. '* I should not like to go, and displease the 
Lord, would you, Elizabeth ? " " No, dear Ruth, 
I hope we may never go to such places, for they 
are only naughty people that go there, and those 
that love the pleasures of this world more than 
God." 

One day, before Ruth was seven years of age, 
Elizabeth went up in her bedroom, and found 
Ruth crept between the two beds, upon her knees, 
weeping. When she arose from her knees, 
Elizabeth asked her why she was weeping, and 
what she was praying for. " Oh," she said, 
" Elizabeth, I do beg of the Lord to forgive me 
my sins, and to keep me from sinning, and that 
He will fit me for heaven, for I do want to go 
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there ; I do not want to be sent to hell with the 
wicked people ; and I do pray for my dear papa 
and mamma too." And from that time there 
appeared a great seriousness about dear Ruth, 
and she would be continually asking solemn 
questions. 

She was very conscientious from this time, and 
would not retire to rest without going upon 
her knees ; and before she could read correctly, 
she always wanted to take her turn to read with 
her sisters before going to bed. Once, when her 
sister asked her, after getting off from her knees, 
what words she used in prayer — if it were verses 
of hymns, " Yes," she said, '' Hannah; and more 
than that ; but do not talk to me," and appeared 
overcome with her feelings. Elizabeth says, " I 
could perceive by her countenance she was in 
deep concern about something. I am persuaded 
it was about her eternal state, for when I bade 
her good-night, and she gave me a kiss, I could 
often perceive her little heart was full, for 
naturally she was of a cheerful disposition. 
Many times has my heart gone up in prayer to 
the dear Lord on her behalf. It was sweet to me 
to see a child so young on her knees, entreating 
the dear Lord to forgive her sins. 

The dear child was exceedingly truthful ; I 
could believe whatever she said. When she has 
been reading to me she would often pause and 
ask me questions. Once, when reading these 
words, " But we are all as an unclean thing, and 
all our righteousnesses are as filthy rags ; and 
we all do fade as a leaf," she said, " What does 
that mean, Elizabeth ? '' I explained it to her as 
well as I was able, but she did not seem quite to 
understand me. But some time afterwards she 
said, " I do feel that my righteousness is as filthy 
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rags." I replied, " I hope the Lord will enable 
you still to seek Him, and strip you of your own 
righteousness and clothe you with the robe of 
Christ's righteousness, and cleanse you from all 
sin." At another time, after coming home from 
chapel, when the minister had given an address 
to the Sunday-school children, upon John iii., 
Elizabeth went up into her bedroom, and when 
she entered, the dear child exclaimed, " O 
Elizabeth, I do feel it is right what you have told 
me, that I have a naughty heart." Elizabeth 
said, '* Do you feel it, Ruth r " " Yes," she said ; 
" by what the minister spoke this afternoon, I 
feel I am possessed of a naughty heart." 

We have often observed how anxiously she 
would listen when we were conversing upon 
spiritual things, particularly when we have had 
ministers with us, and her affection and kindness 
universally shown to them is well known by many 
ministers ; and we do feel thankful to the dear 
Lord to find that so many of them have felt such 
a spirit of prayer for our dear daughter- How 
her salvation proves that " the effectual fervent 
prayer of a righteous man availeth much." 
About three months before she died, one evening, 
as each of my daughters were in the room, I 
asked them this question : If they ever, with the 
poet, asked themselves this solemn question, 

" When Thou, my righteous Judge, shalt come 
To take Thy ransom'd people home, 
Shall I among them stand ?'* 

With which she was much overcome, and wept 
much, and said she " often thought about it, and 
begged that she might be one of the ransomed 
ones, and not be separated from her parents ; for 
she believed they would be saved." 
When she was first taken ill she was very low, 
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and . said but little ; and when any one came to 
see her, I asked her why she did not speak to 
them. She said she felt she could not. I asked 
her if she tried to pray to the Lord in her afflic- 
tion. Her answer was, " Yes, I do try to pray to 
the Lord to pardon my sins, and beg of Hin\ to 
give me patience to bear my pain." Her sisters 
have often found her weeping, particularly after 
coming home from hearing the Word preached. 
She would get with her sisters, and talk much 
upon these things. When she was first taken 
ill she told them she ** should not live long, and 
that she prayed to the dear Lord to forgive her 
sins and fit her for heaven.'* She said she could 
not tell us how she continually prayed to the 
Lord to forgive her sins, because she " was afraid 
she should deceive us." 

Her not saying much caused in us many sighs 
and prayers to the Lord to spare her life and 
raise her up, or give us some sure token of 
His love and mercy to her. She continually 
wished us to pray for her, also to help her to 
pray. 

One morning, by her request, I was reading to 
her out of " Janeway's Tokens " the account of 
Sarah Howley : she said, " Oh, I have often, 
like her, been obliged after coming home from 
chapel, to go upon my knees in my bedroom, and 
beg of the Lord to forgive me my sins and teach 
me." Then she said, " Go on ; do read to me. 
I wish I could give better attention, but my poor 
head is so bad." She would often repeat parts 
of hymns : that one particularly— 

"Let me think if I were dying— 
And I very soon must die — 
. ' On what hope am I relyins: ? 

\\ , . , Jo what refuge could I fly ? '; 

c 
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She would often repeat that line, " On what 
hope am I relying r " with much feeling. 

At another time I was telling her a little about 
the love of Christ to sinners (which I hope had 
been manifested to my soul), arid the effect it had. 
She said, '* Now you go above me." I tried to 
tell her that there was encouragement for those 
that feelingly desired to love Him, and that Jesus 
commanded when upon earth that children might 
be brought to Him, and that He was more kind 
and sympathising than her dear parents were, 
and understood her feeble prayers, although she 
might think He did not ; and reminded her of 
her little hymn : — - 

" He understands a sigh divine, 
And marks a secret groan." 

This seemed to give her sweet comfort of mind. 
After this she seemed to sink again, and said 
she "feared there was something very wrong 
underneath, after all, for the Lord did not seem 
to answer her prayers." She said she had been 
trying to beg of the Lord to ^ase her of her pain, 
and give her a little rest, but He did not, and so 
earnestly wished for us to pray for her, which we 
hope we did, but tried to show her she must not 
rest in our prayers, but that we longed that the 
dear Lord would bring her to cast her all upon 
Him. And we hope the Lord did hear and answer 
our prayers, for after that she did not sink so 
low again, but expressed much " longing to be 
gone, and to be with Jesus." Nothing of earthly 
enjoyment would attract her. When her cousins 
invited her, if she got better, to go and stay with 
them, her answer was, " No ; I don't want to get 
better, but to die and go to Jesus." When at 
any time we spoke to her, and called her ** my 
dear," she would say immediately, " Don't call 
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me so ; I am not worthy to be called so." Siie 
had very mean thoughts of herself, which she 
often expressed, and said she was '^ such an ugly 
sinner," She never once complained or mur- 
mured against the Lord, although she was blind 
for three days, but continually begged that the 
Lord would help her to bear her pains a little 
longer; and was most thankful for everything 
that was done for her; and when her friends 
came to see her she would say, " How kind to 
come and see me." 

At another time she said, " I do hope Jesus 
died for me, and put away all my sins." Through 
suffering so much with her head she could not 
say much at a time. She said, on one occasion, 
" Dear Jesus ! I want to go to Jesus ! Oh, my 
dear mamma, do kiss me, for I do love you ; do 
help me to pray that Jesus will take me." 

At another time, when asked if she were ever 
afraid she should be sent to hell, she said, '* Yes ; 
many times." Other questions were put to her 
relative to the Spirit's work upon her soul. 
" Yes," she said, '* I have passed through all 
that." Then I asked her if she had a hope that 
Christ had pardoned all her sins. " Yes ; I do 
hope that Jesus Christ hung upon the cross for 
me." I read 2 Cor. v. ; she said, '' Blessed chap- 
ter." Then I asked her if there were any par- 
ticular chapter she would like me to read. "Yes; 
Matt, v.," which she said she " liked much." 

One morning, her father was engaging in 
prayer, and begged of the Lord, if His will, to 
restore her. She exclaimed in the midst of it, 
" No, papa, not to restore me."' When he had 
concluded, he asked her what she wanted him to 
pray for. She said, " That Jesus would take me, 
for I want to die and go to heaven." When she 
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saw us weeping, she would say, " Don't cry, we 
shall soon meet again in heaven. Shall I know 
you there ? " and said again, " I do want to die 
and go to Jesus." 

At another time she said, unasked for, "I 
should like Mr. Thomas Marshall to bury me." 
When asked why, she said, ** I do love that dear 
man." I asked her if she had heard anything 
under his preaching that she liked. "Yes," 
was her answer. But she was not able to say 
much at a time, as the pain of her head prevented 
her. She would be continually asking us ques- 
tions. Once she asked me what was the mean- 
ing of that passage, " The whole need not the 
physician, but they that are sick." At another 
time, when I was reading John xvii. 9, where 
Jesus said, " I pray for them, I pray not for the 
world, but for them which Thou hast given Me," 
she wanted to know if I thought that Jesus 
prayed for her, &c. She quoted — 

" Around the throne of God in heaven, 
Thousands of children stand; 
Whose sins are all through Christ forgiven, 
A holy happy band. 

Singing glory, glory, glory." 

At another time she said — 

** Precious Bible, book divine, 
Precious treasure, thou art mine." 

" Blessed are those that die in the Lord." She 
was continually repeating, '' I wish to die before 
my parents, that they may know where I am 
gone to/' She '* wished rather to be a Lazarus 
than the rich man." On Friday morning, about 
one o'clock, upon entering her room, she was 
repeating, *''- Happy 1 happy P* over and over. 
" Dear Jesus ! precious Jesus^ do take me ! " Her 
soul was full of love to Jesus. Again she said, "I 
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should like Mr.T. Marshall to bury me," and spoke 
of death as a welcome messenger. Her whole 
soul was longing to be with Jesus^ and death had 
completely lost its sting, although her love to 
her dear parents and dear sisters was always 
such that we could not doubt, yet she did not 
cling to any of us, but was longing to be gone. 
Thus she fell asleep in Jesus, without a sigh, 
groan, or struggle, Friday morning at 10.30, 
March 29th, 1867. 

She was, at her request, interred by Mr. T. 
Marshall, and a very large number of persons 
attended the funeral. Mr. Marshall addressed 
the bystanders around the grave, from the solemn 
words,** For we must all appear before the judg- 
ment-seat of ( hrist, that every one may receive 
the things done in his body, according to that 
he hath done, whether it be good or bad." Many 
solemn remarks were made, which, may results 
prove, were attended with the Lord's blessing. 

E. Burton. 
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A CHILD'S EVENING HYMN. 



Saviour, ere I seek repose, 

Ere the night around me close, 

Bless me with Thy tender care. 
Listen to my evening prayer : 

Day and night are one with Thee, — 

Suffer me to come to Thee. 

Thou wert once a little child. 
Only not by sin defiled ; 

But the dreadful power of sin 

I can often feel within : 
Yet Thou wilt not bid me flee, — 
Suffer me to come to Thee, 

Sinful though I know I am, 

I would be Thy little lamb ; 
I would fain be in Thy fold. 
Blest, as Thou didst bless of old 

Let me know Thy love to me. — 

Suffer me to come to Thee. 

Let Thy care securely keep 

Through the silent hours of sleep ; 
Guard me till my latest day 
Sinks, like yonder sun, away ; 

Then my prayer at eve shall be, — 

Suffer me to come to Thee. 




^^^^^ 




"Of SUCH IS THE I^IHGDOM 
OF HEflVEH." 

(A Memorial of Ada Farmer ^ of Littleton ^ Wilts y who 
died on May gth^ 1^71% aged 10 years.) 

By her Brother. 



IT must prove consoling and encouraging to 
godly parents, who have been bereaved of 
children near and dear to their hearts, to 
read from time to time accounts of the 
Lord's gracious dealings with those of youthful 
years, as testimonies to the truth that *'with 
God all things are possible," and that in the 
souls of even infants a work of grace is by God 
the Spirit effected, though their natural faculties 
may not be sufficiently developed to enable 
them to express in words what is going on 
within. It has been laid upon my mind to write 
a few lines to this end respecting the death of 
Ada Farmer, of Littleton, Wilts, who departed 
this life on May 9th, 1871, aged 10 years. 

She was naturally a child of a very meek and 
peaceful disposition, which won for her the 
affection of all who knew her, and this increased 
the grief of those who were left to mourn her' 
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death, as she constituted such good company 
both for aged and young. Her company being 
so truly valuable, her loss seemed the greater. 
She was most especially fond of the society of 
good people, and was, notwithstanding her 
infirmities, in common with all of Adam's fallen 
race, much averse to everything of a jocular and 
sinful character in company, but preferred the 
society of one or two of the Lord's dear people, 
in singing sweet hymns ; and on many an occa- 
sion she has entertained one and another of 
dear friends by singing some of her favourite 
hymns to them, whilst they were engaged at 
work or otherwise, and she has been seen with 
tears in her eyes whilst singing some of them. 
One was — 

" Had I the wing's of a dove, I would fly 
Far, far away," &c. 

Another was — 

** I would be like an angel. 

And with the angels stand," &c. 

And many others too numerous to mention. I 
give the above to show the general tenor of her 
mind. 

She was also very tender in observing the 
Lord's-day, and would often tenderly reprove, 
by words and by her conduct, those even older 
than herself in the family for saying or doing 
unnecessary things on the Sabbath ; and these 
and other things connected with her short life 
we believe to be evidences of the "fear of the 
Lord which is clean," being implanted in her 
young heart ; for concerning the plants of His 
right hand planting, the Lord testifies, "By 
their finiits ye shall know them." This truth 
was exemplified in the life of dear Ada. Though 
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she was young in years, she was not too young 
to be taught to hate sin and desire good things ; 
and, though what she expressed in words was 
small in quantttyy it remains in the memory of 
those dear to her who are left to mourn her loss, 
as hein^ great in matter^ and in this we would be 
encouraged by the Word not to "despise the 
day of small things." 

She was on one occasion caught in a thunder- 
storm, and, together with a sister, took shelter 
in a shed, and the thunder brought to her mind 
a verse which she repeated, — 

" When trouble, like a gloomy cloud, 
Has gathered thick and thundered loud, 
He near my soul has always stood— 
His loving-kindness, oh. how good! " 

In a solemn manner she said to her sister, ''Can 
you say you have ever felt God near to your 
soul ?" thus evidencing what was passing in her 
mind whilst the voice of the thunder roared 
above. Oh ! could we but view more of the 
young being led and taught to consider the 
things of God from His voice that speaks, not 
only through the thunder, but in and through 
all His wondrous works in nature. As the poet 
sweetly expresses it, 

** Nature with open volume stands 
To spread her Maker s praise abroad." 

She would also sometimes express her wish that 
she could really love Jesus — a far better sign of 
her truly loving Him by expressing this wish 
than by presumptuously saying, as many poor 
children are taught ignorantly to say, in our 
day» '* I love Jesus, > es, yes, I do," and so on. 

But the time came ifor her removal from this 
life, and, dear young readers, consider the 
appointed time will come when you willy^ ever 



i 
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have done with all earthly things. At the 
longest it will be soon. This dear child's death 
was, humanly speaking, sudden and unexpected. 
The week previous to her death she was taken 
with what appeared to be nothing beyond a 
cold, but which terminated in diphtheria, which, 
humanly speaking, was the cause of death. A 
few hours before she died her sister asked her if 
she were afraid to die, to which she calmly 
replied, ''No." Her dear father also asked her 
if she thought they would meet again in heaven. 
To which sne replied, in an. expressive manner, 
" I hope so." The dear child, we believe, was 
in possession of that blessed hope " that maketh 
not ashamed." 

And now came the dying moment, and though 
she suffered much pain in her body during the 
day, just before her departure she calmly 
reclined on her pillow, and gently breathed out 
her spirit into the hands of God who gave it. 
Thus did the Lord gather this little flower-bud 
from His garden here, that it might fully bloom 
in those sweet fields of Canaan, of which the 
poet sweetly speaks, 

*' Sweet fields beyond the swelling flood 
Stand dressed in living green," &c. 

Her desire is now fiiUy granted : she is now, we 
believe, completely happy. 

*' Brief was her sojourn with us hare, 
She is translated to a happier sphere." 

It is worthy of remark that her dear godly 
father, when exercised with the sorrowful pros- 
pect of losing his dear child, received such 
answers to his prayers on her behalf as confirms 
our hopes respecting her eternal safety. In a 
letter he says, '*I have felt my overburdened 
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heart relieved by attending a throne of grace, 
and my heavenly and unfailing Friend has 
visited me in the d^y of my domestic calamity 
and given satisfactory evidence of His sympathy 
and goodwill towards me. His promise, * I will 
not leave you comfortless, I will come to you,' 
came with a softening, soothing influence to my 
sorrow-stricken heart one day when mourning 
Ada's death. It was indeed a word in season. ' 

In another letter he says, " When poor Ada 
was fast sinking, and all the help of man 
proved vain, how the solemn realities of 
eternity engaged my soul in painftil travail and 
earnest prayer to the Lord on her account, that 
I might have evidence sufficient of her interest 
in Christ, in the event of her removal, so as not 
to sorrow as those who have no hope ; and the 
blessed portions of God's Word, as answers to 
my groanings, which were brought home to my 
sorrowing heart in that trying hour, were such 
as did not leave me destitute of hope as to her 
safety for eternity. It would have been in vain 
for the father of liea to have tempted me in that 
hour to believe that there was no God, no 
heaven, no ftiture state, whilst the witness to the 
truth of it I had in my own breast." 

I desire to commend this little memoir to the 
blessing of God, that it may prove instru- 
mentally a comfort to Christian parents, con- 
firming their hopes concerning dear children of 
which they have been bereft ; and might it also 
instrumentally lead the minds of young readers 
to " remember now their Creator in the days of 
their youth." 

S. F. 
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THE HAPPY LAND. 



There is a peaceful clime, 

A land of love ; 
Beyond the griefs of time, 

In heaven above : 
There shine ImmanueVs rays 
Unto everlasting days ; 
There seraphs shout His praise, 

And feel His love. 

And in that blissful place. 

At His right hand, 
Saints see their Saviour's face, 

A ransomed band : 
He found them here below. 
Made them feel their sin and woe ; 
Now His sweet love they know 

In that fair land. 

Now free from sin above, 

They sing His grace ; 

'Twas all of His own love 

They sought His face : 

with what joy they tell 
Jesus saved their souls from hell. 
That they with Him might dwell 

In that bright place ! 

Lord, to my soul reveal 
Thy love divine ! 

1 would for ever dwell 

In heaven with Thine ! 
Ne'er let this throbbing heart 
Hear that solemn word — Depart ! 
The joy of heaven Thou art — 

Jesus, be mine ! 



JOSEPH THE SUNDAY SCHOIiflH. 

( Brief Recollections of yoseph Bottomleyy related by his^ 
pastor, the late Mr, A, B, Taylor, of Manchester.) 



THERE wiis a Sunday scholar, a very clever 
but naughty boy, whose mother was a 
member of the Church. He would not 
attend Sunday-school. He would go and 
pick up his cap, get it under his coat, and run 
away, and sometimes give the teacher a good 
run for it ; and as he was a tall boy, he could 
outrun his teacher. This went on for two years. 
We didn't know what to do with him. God 
took him in hand. Little did we know that the 
mystery of iniquity was being taught him. 

On one occasion he went to a place where he 
spent many a Lord's-day, and there he was 
playing with a number more, with whom he had 
formed relationship. He heard something pass 
him like a gust of wind, as he was cutting his 
name in the bark of a tree in a little jungle. 
Some words flashed upon his heart : " / wtlt 
bring thee to judgment.''* The poor boy left the 
place in terror, and ran, saying to himself: *' / 
shall be in hell before I get out of this wood*' He 
got out of it, all breathless, wondering what was 
to be the end of it. 
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From that time the arrow stuck fast. God had 
smitten him. He became converted, and lived 
for two years after that. The work of grace 
went on in his heart, and the poor lad was in a 
dismal state. He painted himself as in a large 
black valley, and all the devils in hell after him, 
and he had no way of escape ; the justice of God 
was pursuing him. Death was at the other end 
of the black valley. What to do he could not 
tell. I saw him again and again. He said, "Oh, 
Mr. Taylor, stop with me ! That sermon— * Show 
me a token for good.' I want that. I am lost. 
I'm a lost sinner." I said, "Joseph, you used to 
have much good instruction in the Sunday- 
school laid before you." "I hated it all /^^«," 
he said; '-'-naw I remember everything as though 
I had been but taught the other day. All my 
sins are before me. God is just in condemning 
me. The Saviour hides His face from me, and 
I can see nothing but eternal wrath. What 
shall be done r" 

The upshot was that poor Joseph was brought 
into the mystery of godliness, and there the 
liberty of the Gospel was shed abroad upon his 
heart. The blood of the atonement washed 
away his sins, and it was a glorious time for 
those who knew him. 

He said to me, " Oh, if I could live — but I am 
dying — I would be baptized in the Name of the 
Father, the Son, and of the Holy Ghost ; but" — 
he added — " I am going to glory instead of 
joining the Church below." He gave us such 
testimony of the grace of God in his heart, and 
of the words fastened on his soul at the Sunday- 
school, and how the Lord worked with him, that 
we were delighted ; and he died in the faith, 
solemnly declaring that the death of Christ was 
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for him. I never saw such a case.. It was as 
clear as mortal head and heart could understand. 
We were all satisfied, and, poor dear fellow, he 
sang at the very last moment that sweet little 
song in our hymn-book : 

** Yes, I shall soon be landed 

On yonder shores of bliss, 
There, with my powers expanded, 

Shall dwell where Jesus is. 
Yes, I shall soon be seated 

With Jesus on His throne ; 
My foes be all defeated, 

And sacred peace made known." 

Here, then, is one of the fruits of our Sunday- 
school; and we have many. This was a bad 
lad ; but God took him in hand, and He brought 
him, as I have said, into the mystery of redeem- 
ing love and blood. 

Labour on, teachers. Toil on. And remember, 
you who are in the Sunday-schools, there is a 
passage in Ecclesiastes : "Rejoice, O young 
man, in thy youth, and let thine heart cheer 
thee in the days of thy youth, and walk in the 
way of thine heart, and in the sight of thine 
eyes; but know thou that for all these things 
God will bring thee into judgment." There is 
no escape. You must either be judged here, and 
be saved, or at the bar of judgment, where there 
is no mercy ; where it will be the wrath to come 
that will follow. 
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EARLY GRAVES 



How blest are they who early know 
A sweet release from all below ! 
Whose sun before 'tis noon <}eclines, 
To rise where cloudless glory shines ! 

How sweet the Shepherd's voice ! how kind, 
To bid them leave the world behind, 
Preserved from all its toils and harms 
By Him who folds them in His arms ! 

Too frail to meet its wintry storms, 
And sorrow in its varied forms, 
He calls the little ones to rest 
Eternally upon His breast. 

No longer may they linger here, 
To tread this cold, ungenial sphere ; 
The Master, in His wisdom, sees 
An early heaven is best for these. 

There safely sheltered now, they miss 
The turmoil of a world like this ; 
Obtain the victory ere they fight. 
And walk with Jesus Christ in white. 




GENTLY LED. 

{^-n . Account of the Lord's dealings with Florence 
_^ Leesohy who departed this life, December 8ih, iS8^4 
in her jjth year), \' 

By her Mother. 



y T ^HEN Florie was nearly nine years of age, 
ill she had an attack of illness which pros- 
\^^ trated her very much. One Sunday 
night, whilst I was at chapel, her father 
enquired if she had ever asked the Lord about 
her illness. She replied that she believed the 
Lord had sent this illness to make her tell me 
what distress she was in, and had been in, ever 
since the death of her sister Edith, about her 
soul. Edith was a younger sister, and had befeti 
brought to a knowledge of the truth through the 
preaching of our dear pastor, Mr. Hazlerigg. ■ 

: Florie after this told me she had felt that iiF she 
was to die she should be lost; and her elder sister 
says she was frequently getting out of bed in the 
night to pray. Her childhood sins were laid on 
her conscience, and amongst others she felt she 
ought not to be cross when the boys (her brothers) 
teased her, and she prayed so against it; but 
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could not get any rest or peace until the Sunday 
previous to the one mentioned above. On that 
Lord's-day, whilst Mr. Hazlerigg was preaching, 
she felt sure she was forgiven, and so full of 
peace and happiness. 

After this, she was very much blessed under a 
sermon preached from the text: **I love them 
that love Me; and those that seek Me early shall 
find Me." She felt that she had indeed sought 
and found Him, and that He did indeed love 
her. 

Florie was very much blessed fi-om the text : 
<* My Beloved is mine, and I am His; He feedeth 
among the lilies." For weeks this was a sweet 
morsel to her soul. She would very often 
exclaim, " My Beloved is mine, and I am His. 1 
am sure I am one of His lilies, and shall be with 
Him in glory." She seemed to hold constant 
intercourse with her Saviour. 

She was at chapel a little later on, when our 
pastor took for his text: " Take us the foxes, the 
little foxes," etc. (Song ii. 14). I saw the tears 
running down her face during the sermon. When 
we got home, I asked her what made her weep. 
She said, "When Mr. H. spoke about little 
tempers, I felt it so." I said, " But, Florie, you 
are never cross." She replied, " You heard what 
he said, — if we only fell angry without a cause, 
we were sinners in God's sight, until we were 
washed in the precious blood of Jesus." 

Florie did not flinch from the word when it was 
of a specially searching nature. For instance, 
when Mr. H. preached from the words, " Whose 
fan is in His hand," etc. (Matt. iii. 12), though 
the word was very searching, she could bear it, 
and was only confirmed in the persuasion that 
she was wheat. 
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One Tuesday, later on, she was ill in bed. I 
went to chapel; and Mr. H. spoke from the text: 
*' Though your sins be as scarlet, they shall be as 
white as snow ; though they be red like crimson, 
they shall be as wool." I told her the text, and 
as much of the sermon as I could remember. 
Shortly after, she told me that the words had 
never left her for three days and nights. 

In the spring of 1883, she had another severe 
attack of illness ; I was kneeling by her bedside. 
She said, " Don't ask Jesus to make me better 
this time. I am so often poorly. Let the Lord 
do just as He likes with me, for I do love Him." 

A few days later, she said, " Mother, it is 
written, * If you love Me, keep My command- 
ments'; I want to be baptized." I was astonished, 
and said, " My dear, you are too young. Wait 
till you are older." She said, "Jesus loves little 
children, and said, * Suffer them to come unto 
Me, and forbid them not, for of such is the king- 
dom of heaven.' " 

Later on, Mr. H. preached from the text: " Who 
passing through the valley of Baca make it a 
well," etc. Florie said she had been drinking 
deep at the well, when weary and full of pain, 
such draughts as these : " My Beloved is mine *' 
— " He knoweth them that are His " — " My 
grace is sufficient for thee." "Mother," she 
said, " I want His will to be done ; but I do so 
want to see Him." 

Shortly afterwards another text was most 
blessedly applied to her heart. Mr. H preached 
from the text : " How shall I put thee among the 
children ? " (Jer. iii. 19). She said she felt sure 
she was put amongst God's children in heaven, 
and she should like to join them on earth. Florie 
mentioned her desire to Mrs. Allen, a member at 
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Zion Chapel, who had a long conversation with 
her ; a letter from whom we add to this account. 

A few days later, Mr. H. called to see her. Mr. 
H. said to her, "You think Jesus loves you?'* 
Florie said, " Yes," Mr. H. said, ** How do you 
know that He loves you ? " She answered, 
" Because He died for me." Mr. H. to test her 
then said, "Oh yes; He died for you because 
you were such a good little girl ? " Florie 
instantly replied, " Oh no ! but because I am a 
sinner Jesus died for me." 

Some time after this, she came before the 
Church, and gave a sweet testimony. She was 
cordially received ; and many were much affected 
with the simplicity and sweetness of what she 
said, and the Lord's goodness to the little child, 
t asked the doctor if she could be baptized, 
•* No," he said, "it would be her death/' Florie 
did not see any cause to fear, and was baptized ; 
and it was a time of great refreshing to the 
people. 

Her health continued a little better for several 
weeks after her baptism, and I began to hope 
the dear Lord would restore her to U3. But it 
was not to be, 

■ About a .month afterwards, she was again 
worse. The doctor called. He said, " Florie, 
you are worse. Nothing seems to dp you any 
good this tim^." She said to him, *^ God- is all- 
sufficient, you know. He can make me strong 
and well if He likes." The doctor said, " Yes ; I 
know He can give you a new heart in, the body, 
the same as He has done, spiritually., Rut He 
does not work miracles now." Thi^ was a 
doctor s opinion. 

': At a week-eveningservice, Mr. H. spoke about 
answers to prayer.. He said, sometimes we had 
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answers at once, and sometimes we had to wait. 
When I got home, I told Florie what had been 
said. " Yes," she said, ** I understand about 
that ; for when I was to come before the Church, 
I was afraid my heart would be bad, and I shoidd 
not be able to speak ; and I kept praying to the 
Lord all the week, and the fear did not pass 
away till I entered the room. But when I was 
to be baptized, I was afraid 1 should cry out in 
the water ; so I asked the Lord, and He took the 
fear away ai once, I felt nothing but joy and 
peace all the time.'' 

On the Sunday after the Luther Commemora^ 
tion Sunday, I was speaking to her about the 
Lord's goodness, when she said, " I was wishing 
you would speak. I have something to tell you, 
and did not like to begin first. You were 
speaking about persecution ; and you said, if it 
was necessary the Lord would give you strength 
to pass through the fire for His sake. I felt I 
dare not go through the fire for Him, and it has 
made me feel unhappy at times all the week; 
Last night, when I was in bed, thinking about it^ 
these words were spoken inside me : * I will not 
suffer you to be tempted more than you are able 
to bear.' I then felt such a sweet assurance that, 
if a time of trial came, I could go through the 
fire for Him." 

A week later, I went into her bedroom in the 
ttiorning. I saw she had been agitated, but she 
looked happy. ''What is it, Florie?' I said* 
She replied, •* I was in great pain in the night, 
and those words came into my mind : * Is it 
nothing to thee ? ' I said, * Is it nothing to Thee, 
Lord, to see me suffer so ? for I do love Thee. 
Oh, help me ! ' AH at onCe I saw the Saviour on 
the cross in agony for my sins. Oh, mother, T 
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did feel so sorry that I had thought my pain 
anything in comparison with what He bore for 
me.*' 

She was always so very sweet, quiet, and 
gentle in her ways. During the last twelve 
months, her father had to carry her up to bed. 
As soon as his foot touched the first stair, she 
would kiss him, and say, '* That's one " ; and 
would kiss him every stair, counting them to the 
top. Sometimes she would say, jokingly, " Do 
you think I am heavier to-night, father ? " " You 
are a lump of love," he would say ; at which she 
would laugh. 

On Sunday, 2nd December, she was very full 
of pain all day. After I had put her to bed at 
night, she gave me such a bright smile. I said, 
" Why, your pain is easier, Florie ? " " No, ma," 
she said; " but He giveth more grace." 

A day or two after this, Mrs. Deacon called to 
see her. "You look very happy, Florie," was 
her first remark. Florie replied, " Yes ; I am 
very happy, ^'' Mrs. D. said, " What makes you so 
happy ? " Florie said, ** A great many things ; 
but what more particularly just now is the word, 
* Come unto Me, all ye that are weary and are 
heavy laden, and I will give you rest.' I have 
been weary now for nearly three years." 

Un Saturday, 8th December, she got up at ten 
o'clock in the morning. "Ma," was her first 
word, "how anxious you look! You will make 
yourself ill ; then what shall I do ? Come and 
sit down. I have picked my verse for to-morrow^ 
It is, ' Let your garments he always whtte^ " On 
that morrow she was before the throne (Rev. 
vii. 9). 

Mrs. Allen called to see her about twelve 
o'clock. 
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At 2.20 her breathing became worse. She 
clasped her hands together, and called out, 
"'Dear Lord Jesus, help me! Precious Jesus, 
give me peace ! '* and, putting one arm round my 
neck, and her face to mine, she then put her 
other hand in her father's, and at 2.55 she was 
gone from us, being only twelve years old* 
(December 8th, 1883.) 



The following is the account written by Mrs. 
Allen, referred to on a previous page : — 

It is about four years since I first knew Florie 
Leeson, and whilst in conversation with her 
mother was first attracted by the great interest 
she took in things of a spiritual nature. After 
several visits, I said to Florie on one occasion, 
" And do you like to hear of the good Shepherd ? " 
She said, " 1 do. Jesus is the good Shepherd, 
and He is so kind to me." 

After this, I noticed, and was often struck with, 
her lamb-like bleatings, expressing desires to be 
brought into the fold, whither she was graciously 
drawn by the cords of love, under the teaching 
of our beloved pastor. Her soul was fed with 
the pure milk of the word, and grew thereby. 
She spoke to me then of one sermon in which 
Mr. Hazlerigg spoke of Christ's sheep knowing 
His voice, and following Him ; and said, •* I do 
want to hear the good Shepherd calling me ! " 

After this, Florie was removed for the benefit 
of her health, and it was some time before I saw 
her again. When I then called, she told me of 
our pastor's sermon from the text : *' How shall I 
put thee among the children r" She seemed very 
happy, and said she now believed that Jesus 
died for her^ and had put ker amongst His 
children. 
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A short time after this, I found dear Florie 
very poorly, but still desiring to keep closer to 
the good Shepherd. She said in conversation, 
" I should so love to be baptized; but they say I 
am too young." I replied, ** Oh no! not too 
young for Jesus. He said, * Suffer little children 
to come unto Me, and forbid them not.* But 
what makes you wish to be baptized? ' She 
said, '* Because I should like to be amongst the 
children now. And when I was reading that 
word this morning, * They shall be Mine in that 
day when I make up My jewels,' the Lord Jesus 
gave me faith to believe I am one of His jewels." 
I said, "The Lord w'\\\ fulfil in you all the good 
pleasure of His holy will, and enable you to 
honour Him, I feel persuaded.'' 
. The last time I saw the dear child was about 
an hour before she entered into " the presence of 
the King." I saw the summons had gone forth. 
She W9.S sitting in her chair, evidently very ill, 
but calm. I said, ^'Is Jesus precious to you 
now?" She answered, "Yes." Though too ill 
to speak much herself, when I spoke of the end 
of the strife being near^ and that the last pain 
^ould soon be passed, and then she would see 
yesuSy her face lighted up with such a look of 
peace and love I shall not soon forget, I said, 
^'Farewell!'' and found my heart drawn out 
earnestly to the, Lord to hasten His chariot, and 
take His dear child to His rest for ever. 
^ To me, the few privileged opportunities of 
conversation with this dear child were " seasons 
of refreshing from the presence of the Lord," and 
often made nie long for more of the blessed 
<2hiid-like faith by which alone both old and 
young can enter the kingdom. 



ASLEEP \H JESOS. 

(An Account of Frederick Clarke y of Leicester ^ who was 
called home on December ^ist, iS8^, aged ij years,) 

By his Mother. 




T the desire of friends, I give a brief 
• account of my dear child, George 
Frederick Clarke, who died 31st Decem- 
ber, 1883, at the early age of thirteen 
years. 

He was always a very loving, obedient, and 
truthful child, and also a very sensitive child. 
He never appeared to delight in associating 
with sinful companions, but seemed given to 
study, with a view to being useful when he was 
grown up. 

For some years past he was accustomed to 
attend Zion Chapel, Erskine Street, Leicester, 
and was a scholar of the Sunday-school in 
connection with it ; and God was pleased tca^ 
bless these means to make him see and feel 
himself a sinner in the sight of God, and also to 
make him see that Christ alone was the Saviour 
and Friend of sinners. ' 

Although as before described, and very 
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attentive at chapel and the Sunday-school, it 
was not before thirteen months previous to his 
death I discovered that a work of grace was 
going on in his soul. This I found out by his 
prayers and conversation. I have gone upstairs, 
after he has gone to bed at night, and, quite 
unknown to him, have heard him express to the 
Lord what a sinner he felt himself to be, and 
beg the Lord to wash his never-dying soul with 
His precious atoning blood. I have also heard 
him earnestly entreat the Lord to bless the 
family, and a kind friend to whom he felt a 
great union ; also he would ask the Lord to give 
a change of life and conduct to her husband, 
who was often the victim of intoxication, and 
when in that state was often very unkind. 

He never was a strong child, but up to that 
time I had never entertained a thought that his 
life would be so short. But very soon after, grave 
syinptoms indicated that consumption, of which 
he died, was at work in his left lung. Becoming 
acquainted with this fact, and having heard his 
prayers, I felt an especial interest in the welfare 
of his soul, and frequently put questions to him 
relating to spiritual things ; but for a long time 
found it difficult to get him to answer them. 

However, one morning, soon after he rose, 
about four months before his death, he of his 
own accord told me that the night before he had 
begged hard that the Lord would appear and 
satisfy his mind ; and that in the morning, soon 
after awaking, the Lord seemed to speak to him, 
and say, " Be of good comfort and good 
cheer." 

At another time, he spoke to me in the 
evening of the day, about two months before his 
death, and said he wished the dear Lord would 
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take him to Himself before morning. I asked 
him whether he felt fit to stand before the Lord ; 
to which he replied the Lord had forgiven his 
sins. 

Previous to this, he often seemed oppressed 
with the thought of death and eternity, and used 
to say his teacher had brought them so forcibly 
before the minds of the scholars of the class. 

All through the last year the disease seemed 
to be fast spreading, and he himself sometimes 
said, probably he would not live very long. 
Five weeks before he died, several medical men 
expressed an opinion that his life would be very 
short indeed ; so that from that time he was kept 
at home, and for three weeks confined to his bed. 

During this time, his teacher and his much 
esteemed minister, Mr. Hazlerigg, frequently 
visited him, likewise several friends of the 
chapel. He was always pleased to see friends, 
and especially looked forward to his teacher's 
visits, because he said his prayers seemed to do 
him so much good. 

The 103rd Psalm, he told his friends, was very 
sweet to him, and they read it, and commented 
a little upon it. He has told friends and myself 
of many lines of hymns, &c., that have come to 
his mind with sweetness ; and amongst them 
have been marked in his Sunday-school hymn- 
book, Hymns for the Sunday-sckooly No. 206 — 

** If Christ is mine, then all is mine," &c. 

No. 156 — 

** There is a Friend whose matchless love 
Surpasses all beside," &c. 

No. 3 1 7— 

** There is an hour when we must go 
Beneath the gloomy wave," &c. 
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Also the hymn beginning — 

" Sinners who on Jesus rest 
Must eternally be blest," &c. 

During the last few weeks he was often 
harassed by Satan ; but once after a time of 
prayer, tlie Saviour appeared in an unusuial but 
blessed manner. He said the Saviour had 
appeared to him in shining garments, the 
brightness of which nothing he could think of 
would conipare with, and had said, " Trust thou 
in Me to the end; and when thou passest through 
the waters, I will be with thee, and never forsake 
thee ; and I will keep thee, to sing the triumphs 
of thy King." This visit seemed to brighten his 
hope for eternity; and Satan was not again 
permitted to harass him. 

His sufferings were great ; and he was ofte^ 
heard to ask the Lord to give him patience to 
bear his pains, and not to leave him, but be with 
hi^i to the end. 

A few days before his death was Christmas. 
He said, " I am a great deal happier this Christ- 
mas than last." I remarked to him, "You were 
not ill in bed last Christmas." To which he 
xeplied, " No ; but I know my sins are all 
forgiven ; and that I did not know last Christ- 
mas." 

On the Saturday night previous to the Monday 
morning following on which he died, a friend 
called to see him, and he said the 15th chapter 
of John's Gospel had been very sweet to him. 

The last Jay he spent upon earth he was very 
restless; and although still quite conscious, it 
seemed certain he was taken for death. 

Some few hours before he died, his sufferings 
were exceptionally great; and he cried out, "O 
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mother I these pains are so bad I " He seemed 
conscious that his end was very near, for he 
said, *'0 my mother, let me love you once 
more!'* He was asked if he thought he should 
go to heaven ; to which he replied, '* I hope so." 
And again, upon being asked if he could trust 
in Christ, and Christ alone, he said, *' Yes." 

He becanie too weak to speak ; but having 
been asked to raise his hand oir turn his eyes if 
at the very last Christ was all he was longing 
for and trusting in, he turned his eyes twice, 
evidently wishing to convey to us that such was 
the case. He^ then fell asleep, as, we firmly 
believe, in Jesiis. , 

** Asleep in Jesus ! blessed sleep ! 
From which none ever wakes to weep ; 
A calm and undisturbed repose, 
Uubroken by the last of foes." 



-• J 




/^ 



54 Lambs Safely Folded. 



THE GOOD SHEPHERD. 



Jesus, the gentle Shepherd, stands, 
And calls His sheep by name ; 

He leads them with His mighty hands. 
And feeds each tender lamb. 

He loved them in the ages past. 
And died that they might be 

His portion while the ages last — 
To all eternity. 

He seeks them when they go astray. 
And from the Shepherd roam ; 

And goes o'er many a rugged way 
To fetch His wanderers home. 

He leads the lambs, with love untold, 

To feed in pastures fair ; 
The feeblest lamb in all the fold 

Receives the Shepherd's care. 

Dear Jesus, may I hear Thy voice. 

And learn to follow Thee I 
O may Thy ways be all my choice, 

To prove Thy choice of me I 



"OI^E OF THESE LITTIiE O^ES." 

(An Account of the Lord*s gracious dealings with Kate 

Matthews^ of Devizes^ 

By her Pastor, Mr. Remington. 



^■[^ LTHOUGH God's work in calling sinners 
/% by His grace is always in itself a mar- 
^jL vellous work, yet the circumstances under 
which He calls them will often have 
much to do with making their call the more 
striking in the eyes of others. Had the Lord 
Jesus Christ converted the thief on the cross at 
any previous period of his life, we cannot under- 
stand how his conversion could have struck such 
wonder in the minds of the |3rodly of succeeding 
generations, as it has done by his conversion 
taking place just where and when it did. 

So, again, had it been according to the sover- 
eign purpose of God to have brought Saul ot 
Tarsus, as a repenting sinner, to his knees 
before his wickedness had reached such a height 
and before he began breathing out threatenings 
against the saints, we fail to see how the ex- 
clamation, " Behold, he prayeth ! " could have 
created such amazement in the minds of the dis- 
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ciples as it did at the particular time it was 
spoken by the Lord concerning him. 

But whilst the circumstances under which such 
characters have been called of God have tended 
to make their conversion the more wonderful in 
one way, yet the circumstances under which 
others have been called have made their con- 
version little less remarkable in another way. 
We have often been led to admire the operations 
of divine grace as much in the calling of Samuel 
and of Timothy as in that of the dying thief 
and of Paul. Divine grace shines with the light 
of the glory of God wherever it comes, whether 
it be upon a grey-headed inveterate sinner, or 
upon a little maid, young and tender in years. 

Finding that several interesting accounts of 
the Lord's dealings with young people have been 
published in the Gospel Narrative Tracts^ wehaye 
wished to add a brief account of another dear 
child whom the Lord some short time ago took 
in hand, and whose case came more particularly 
under our own notice. j . 

Kate Matthews was born in January, 1870. 
She was the youngest of ten children ; and, losing 
her dear mother by death when she was only a 
year old, her earliest childhood was attended 
with many disadvantages. 

In 1878, she came to Devizes to live, with her 
father and stepmother, and came with them on 
Lord's-days to the "Old Baptist" Chapel, where 
her mother is a member of the Church. 

After being in the town a little tiijie. Kate 
went into the Sunday- school,where she continued 
for some time as a scholar, and afterwards be- 
came a teacher. Her quiet, meek, and, gentle 
manner attracted notice, and won her into gerteral 
favour among the young people.' She i^ho^''ed 
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great attachment to her teachers, and her teachers 
were as fond of her as she was of them. 

By the time she was raised to the position, of 
a teacher, her mind was beginning, we believe, 
to be impressed with things which she read in 
her Bible and heard in the preaching. She kept 
a regular account for more than two years, of the 
texts which were preached from in the chapel, 
and it is our conviction that there were at this 
time gentle operations of the Holy Spirit upon 
her dear young heart. The pleasure she took in 
reading her Bible, and in going to the house of 
God, with other observable tendencies of mind, 
indicated as much. 

Her constitution began to show signs of frailty 
some considerable time before her last aflBiiction. 
Even a year or two before her end, she returned 
home one day from her week-day school so very 
ill that her dear parents became quite alarmed 
about the state of herTiealth, and had to insist 
upon her school duties being lessened. 

It was at this time that her step-mother put a 
few close questions to Kate about the state of 
her soul. ** I told her," writes her mother, " that 
she was not too young to die." But Kate made 
no reply. 

Being sufficiently restored from this attack to 
be able to resume her school duties, she con- 
tinued going to her school, on and off, until the 
blighting influence of affliction, all in a few days, 
took away her strength and beauty " as the 
moth," and laid her upon her bed in the very 
image of death, even before death" did its work. 

Her sufferings, dear child, were intense. But 
now it was, during these last few days of her 
youthful pilgrimage, that we were more particu- 
larly able to gather such things from her lips as 
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gave us so much hope and comfort about her, as 
beiiig a child of grace. 

On one occasion, when we called to see her, 
finding her to be overpowered with sleep, we left 
the room, but had scarcely reached the bottom 
of the stairs, before she became aroused from her 
slumber, and in almost her first wakeful moment 
she mentioned our name, in the way of inquiring 
whether we had called to see her. 

Her mother at once called to us to return, and 
upon reaching her bedside we said, — 

" Dear Katie, do you know me r " 

She said, "Yes." 

" Do you think," we asked, "that you will die ?" 

She said, •* Yes." 

We asked, "Are you willing to die ? " 

" Yes," she said. 

We spoke to her about her being a sinner, and 
asked why she could be willing to die, being a 
sinner. 

She answered, " Because I have a hope in my 
soul that Jesus will pardon my sins, and take me 
to heaven." 

We saw her on other occasions, when both her 
expressions, and the peculiar emotion and fervour 
of spirit with which her words were uttered, bore 
a witness in our judgment and in the very feelings 
of our soul, that her expressions were the 
promptings of a heart under the gracious 
influence of divine grace. 

One night, when she was very ill, her mother 
read to her Psa.vi., the reading of which relieved 
her mind, and gave her comfort. 

On the following Thursday, her mother asked 
her again if she should read a psalm to her ; 
when Kate told her she would rather she should 
read a text which she had marked in her Bible. 
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Her mother, we believe, was ignorant until 
now that dear Kate had marked any passages in 
her Bible at all. The text she wished her mother 
to read was : " The Lord is not slack concerning 
His promise, as some men count slackness ; but 
is long-suffering to us-ward, not willing that any 
should perish, but that all should come to repent- 
ance" (2 Pet. iii. 9). 

She wished, at the same time, for the following 
hymns to be read : — 

" How blest is the man who in Jesus believes ; " 
" Immortal honours rest on Jesus* head ; " 
" Christ, whose glory fills the skies ; " 

the first two by William Gadsby, the last by 
Charles Wesley. Also other portions of the 
Word, as marked in her Bible. 

Friends who sat up with her during her last 
nights on earth heard her repeat different verses 
of hymns, as — 

" He'll listen to their cry, 

Protect them day and night ; 
Their every need He will supply, 
And guide their footsteps nght." 

Also — 

** And teach us to forbear like Thee, 
Not answering again ; 
Remembering how the Saviour bore 
The scoffs of wicked men/' 

Again she was heard to say," Yes," " Blessed," 
** Everlasting," " Hallelujah ! " 

On the Thursday before she died, the super- 
intendent of the Sunday-school asked what he 
should do for her. She answered, " Read 
Psalm Ixxi." 

At different times she was heard softly 
speaking — 
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"Jesus, tender Shepherd, hear me ; 
Bless Thy little lamb to-night ; 
Through the darkness be Thou near me ; 
Keep me safe till morning light." 

The night she died, a night of intense suflFer- 
ing. for several hours, she threw up her arms as 
her end drew nigh, and in a distinct voice said, 
" / am going to heaven. Mother^ come too. Father y 
come too** After which she waved her hand, and 
said, *' Hallelujah ! " She died the following 
morning, 15th September, 1883, her age being 
thirteen years and six months. 

The following passages were found, after her 
death, to have been marked by her in her 
Bible :— 

• " Thou shalt guide me with Thy counsel, and 
afterward receive me to glory." 

"He will regard the prayer of the destitute, 
and not despise their prayer." 

" And he said unto them, If they will not hear 
Moses and the prophets, neither will they be 
persuaded, though one rose from the dead." 

"Was then that which is good made death 
unto me ? God forbid. But sin, that it might 
appear sin, working death in me by that which 
is good ; that sin by the commandment might 
become exceeding sinful." 

"For through Him we both have access by 
one Spirit unto the Father. Now therefore ye 
are no more strangers and foreigners, but fellow 
citizens with the saints, and of the household of 
God; and are built upon the foundation of the 
apostles and prophets, Jesus Christ Himself 
being the chief corner-stone." 

Also the following hymns : — 

** Some wise men of opinions boast." {Berridge.) 
** My God, my Portion, and my Love." {Watts,) 
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" O for an overcoming faith." ( Watts.) 

" Death is no more a JErightful foe." (Horne,) 

" There is a land of pure delight." ( Watts,) 

Thus, child as she was, yet every earthly tie 
became severed in her mind, by the loiotgings 
which divine grace produced in her soul to quit 
this life, with all its relationships and transient 
joys, and to be for ever with the Lord. 

It was to heaven dear Kate wanted to go, and 
with Jesus she wanted to be. 

The funeral of dear Kate took place on Wed- 
nesday, 19th September. She was buried in the 
ground attached to the "Old Baptist" Chapel. 

On the following Lord's-day, one of the hymns 
marked in her hymn-book, as named on a 
preceding page, was sung in the chapel ; and 
many still remember the sweet feeling caused 
thereby, with its touching connection with Kate. 
We do not doubt that she is now able to " love 
and praise Him more," and that she is for ever 
happy with Him who made Himself precious to 
her while here with us. We cannot therefore 
better conclude this brief account than by giving 
this hymn in full : — 

" Immortal honours rest on Jesus* head, 
My God, my Portion, and my living Bread ; 
In Him I live, upon Him cast my care ; 
He saves from death, destruction, and despair. 

He is my Refuge in each deep distress, 
The Lord my Strength and glorious Righteousness ; 
Through floods and flames He leads me safely on, 
And daily makes His sovereign goodness known. 

My every need He richly will supply ; 
% Nor will His mercy ever let me die ; 

In Him there dwells a treasure all divine. 

And matchless grace has made that treasure mine. 
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O that my soul could love and praise Him more, 
Eiis beauties trace. His majesty adore ; 
Live near His heart, upon His bosom lean, 
Obey His voice, and all His will esteem." 

May the Lord place the seal of His divine 
power and approval upon this record of His 
grace and goodness towards one of His little 
ones. 

C. H. 
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AT MERCY'S DOOH. 

(A Brief Account of yohn William Slade^ a scholar in 
Devonshire Road Sunday -school , Greenwich y who 
died August gth, i88j^ aged i6 years,) 

By Ebenezer Wilmshurst. 



n^ BRIGHT, intelligent boy was John Slade 
j\ when he first came to our Sunday-school, 
^jL and with interest we watched him year 
by year, as he g^i-adually developed into 
a strong manly youth, apparently the healthiest 
and strongest of all the scholars. But now, by 
the strong hand of disease and death he is laid 
low in the grave, cut oS from all those earthly 
hopes and prospects which, to his youthful mind, 
must have seemed so bright and fair. 

The aged we expect will soon die ; the delicate 
and infirm we know may fail at any time ; but a 
youth, fiiU of vigour and activity, we hope may 
continue many years among us. But Gods 
ways are not our ways, nor His thoughts our 
thoughts; and therefore we often find that He 
takes the healthy and the strong, and leaves the 
aged and infirm to sojourn a little longer. 
There is a solemnity about this which says 
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loudly to us all, *' Be ye also ready, for in such 
an hour as ye think not, the Son of man 
Cometh." 

About two years ago, John Slade began to 
manifest very plainly that " by nature he was a 
child of wrath even as others," and was serving 
faithfully *' the prince of the power of the air, 
the spirit that w^orks in the children of dis- 
obedience." 

This was especially manifest by his conduct 
in the school, which was such as to fill His 
teachers' hearts with sorrow, and to cause them 
considerable trouble and annoyance. This 
principally arose from his having imbibed 
certain sceptical notions, which he was parti- 
cularly fond of bringing forward, not merely to 
obtain information, but with a view of upsetting 
his teachers, and causing disorder in the class. 
- This state of things was at length brought so 
forcibly before our notice that we felt it our 
tiuty, as superintendent of the school, to take 
immediate action, in order, if possible, to stop 
such proceedings, for the sake of the other 
scholars as well as for his own. We therefore 
wrote to him the following letter :— 

^ ^\.h.c^WE.hT^y September 6th, 1881. 

My dear Slade, — It is always a great pleasure to me 
to try and encourage any young friend in the path of 
uprightness, but it is always a source of grief if I find the 
mind is bent upon folly. I feel greatly . concerned at this 
time for you, and I -therefore Write in as kind a mann^t as 
I can, hoping that yoii will patiently and £amestly considefr 
what I have to say. r 

.- In the first place. botl> your teachers have repeatedly 
complained to me respecting your behaviour in the class, 
therefore I am bound to take notice of it^ otherwise they 
may refuse longer to conduct the class ; and not only so, 
b\^t others in the school will be' injured by your words and 



John W. Slade. 65 

example. Remember, it is as much my duty to preserve 
the boys from being corrupted by others, as it is to try and 
instil the Word of Qod into their minds. 

Nov. we have never yet had to ask a boy to stay away 
from school, and I cannot think that you will be the first ; 
therefore I do isk that, frorii this'tim^ forth, you'WiU let 
there be a change in your conduct, that you will obey .the 
word of your teachers as you would like to be obeyed if ypu 
were in their place, and that you will limit any questions 
you may wish to ask to those you require information lipon 
for good, and not in order to try and convey infidel 
thoughts to the minds of others^ 

I have sent you a book entitled "The Dying Pillow." 
Will you read it carefully, and, at the same time, call to 
mind the addtess * which I gave last Sunday, the whole of 
which is solemnly true ? You must not expect to be able 
to reason everychmg you cannot understand. Remember 
how, during the French Revolution, they exalted a woman 
as the goddess oi Reason, and what was the result? Why, 
Paris was a perfect hell upon earth. You would £ot 
expect a blind man to explain to you the colours of the 
rainbow; neither can a natural man explain, or even 
understand, spiritual truths. But believe this, from one 
who has had many temptations to infidelity, but who, 
through God*s mercy, has had his eyes opened, that there 
is a God, there is a heai/en, there is a hell, there is only 
omk Saviour — yesiu; and there is no knowing Him but by 
the new birth, 

/'Hold on,'*. said an infidel's friends to him, when he 
was dying. **IwilV he teplied, " if you tell me what to 
hold on by.*' He had no anchor fixed in Christ. " Fatther, 
said a child to an infidel, "shall I believe, now I am. dying, 
what you say, or what mother ha^ told' me out of the 
Scriptures ?" ** Believe your mother ^^ replied the infidel, 

John, we are praying for you very earnestly. Do, niy 
boy, try and pray for yourself; Don't let the devil and your 
own heart make a fool of ybu ; but do remember this, that 
all the while you are fighting either of these foes inypur 
own strength you will fa.il ; but if you seek strength from 
God, you will not be 'finally overcome. 

If you. honestly desire truth, and are perplexed with 
doubt, I shall be gladly willing to help you, if you will 
bring the difficulty before me. But remember, the Bible is 

'■ ■ . • * I 

• - * a * * ' \ i 

* The address was given from the words, ".Let me dre the death 
of the righteous, arid let my last end bfef like his." ■ 
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our only standpoint, and by it alone doubts must be 
answered. 

May God bless you ! Believe me, dear Slade, affec- 
tionately and sincerely yours, £• W. 

This letter fell into his parents* hands before 
reaching his, and very naturally filled them with 
deep sorrow of heart, as he had already been a 
source of much trouble and anxiety to them. 
We are mindful even now of his mother's tears, 
as she related to us the story of her trouble, and 
most anxious was she that he might continue in 
the school, hoping that the Lord would make 
the instruction given there a blessing to his 
soul. 

When an opportunity occurred, we asked John 
to tea, which invitation (with some little reluct- 
ance) he accepted. This gave an opportunity 
for some quiet talk, during which we endeavoured 
to solve a few of the difficulties that were 
perplexing his mind, and also to counsel him 
concerning those things which would be for his 
future welfare. The hearty grip of. his hand at 
parting told plainly that he had received our 
words in a right spirit, and felt they were spoken 
in love. 

Among the members of our church at this 
time was a Miss Ashby, a godly woman, who 
always evinced a great interest in the school, 
frequently coming of an afternoon to hear the 
address, and we felt desirous that her secret 
prayers might unite with ours on behalf of this 
dear but wayward youth; so, when an oppor- 
tunity occurred, we related to her our trouble. 
After we h^d finished, she replied, " The other 
night I had a dream concerning heaven, and I 
thought I saw, in my dream, three boys from 
the school going up to the throne to receive 
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their crowns ; and one of those boys was John 
Slade." 

Coming at such a time, and from so gracious 
a person, we must confess that this dream made 
a considerable impression upon our mind, but 
little did we then think that in less than two 
years both this dear saint and also the youth of 
whom she dreamt would be called to receive 
their crowns. 

We could but notice that from this time there 
seemed a marked change in John's behaviour, 
so that he became one of the most quiet and 
attentive scholars in the school. Indeed, it was 
a pleasure xjow to have him among us ; therefore 
we were not surprised to hear from his father, a 
few months later, that they also had noticed the 
change in him at home, and they could but hope 
that something good was working in his heart. 
We felt rejoiced to hear this, and sought for an 
early opportunity to have some further conver- 
sation with him. We found a listening ear and 
some tenderness of spirit, as we spoke to him 
concerning the way the Lord led us in youth to 
seek His face, and pointed out many difficulties 
that he would probably meet with in seeking the 
Lord. One thing, he said, troubled him much, 
" that God did not seem to answer his prayers." 
This encouraged us to believe that he was a 
praying soul, and troubled because he did not 
obtain those answers which his heart was set 
upon. 

A lady, who had apartments in the same 
house where John resided, about this time had 
several opportunities of speaking to him con- 
cerning spiritual matters, in which conversations 
he manifested so much interest that she could 
but feel that he was hungering and thirsting 



68 Lambs Safely Folded. 

after righteousness, and endeavoured to point 
him to those exceeding great and precious 
promises which are recorded for the encourage- 
ment of every coming sinner. 

The Lord was pleased to make this lady's 
words the means of causing him deeper concern 
than he had previously felt, and he told her, on 
one occasion, how frequently sin obtained the 
mastery over him. "Often," he said, "do I pray 
and form resolutions, before going to work, as 
to how I will behave, and what I will do and 
say; but how soon all these resolutions seem 
broken, and I go home feeling there cannot be 
any good thing in my heart, or I should not be 
thus easily overcome." 

The remarkable change that manifested itself 
in John's behaviour could not fail to make us 
watch him with much interest, and with an 
earnest desire that the grace of God might in 
due time be clearly manifested in him. It was 
with great sorrow, therefore, that upon our 
return from a sojourn at the sea-side, on 3rd 
August, we found a letter awaiting us, to tell us 
that he was dangerously ill of a. most infectious 
disease, and that he greatly desired that we 
would write to hhn, and also that our prayers 
might be oflFered up on his behalf. We at once 
wrote him a: few lines, which will not perhaps be 
:Out of place if recorded here : — 

' • August ^, 188^, 

My dear John, — On my return- this, evening from the 
Isle of Wight, I was deeply grieved to hear or your sad 
illness, and feel that I must write a few lines to tell you 
how much I sympathize with you and your friends ii^ the 
path of affliction in -which the Lord, in His providence, has 
called you all to walk. HoAv little can we tell what a day 
or an hour will bring forth! This we often say with our 
;lips without realizing the truth of it; But when some 
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sudden calamity comes upon us, then we more fully 
believe it. But this we also know, that every event in lite 
is ordered by the Lord for some wise purpose. It is my 
prayer that the Lord may sanctify this affliction to your 
good, leading you to humbly and earnestly seek His mercy 
upon your soul, which He is ready to bestow upon all wha 
truly call upon Him for it. We are told that He delighteth 
in mercy, so that God and poor sinners whom He redeems 
are both led to delight in the same thing. ' 

I have for some time past had a hope that you were 
feeling some concern about your soul, but have had na 
opportunity of hearing whether you have felt to obtain 
from the Lord any tokens of His love and favour. If not, 
I am sure, when led, as you now are, to the borders of 
eternity, your anxiety to have this important question put 
out of question will increase. 

May the Lord be gracious to you both in body and soul, 
and thus grant you a double cure, just as He did to the 
poor man sick of the palsy, who was let down by his 
friends through the roof into the presence of Jesus, who 
first of all cured the poor man's soul, and afterwards his 
body, and then sent him on his way rejoicing. Your 
friends are all, I am sure, trying to convey you into the 
presence of the Master, and most sincerely do I trust it 
may have a like result as occurred to the palsied man. 

If you are able to meditate upon the cases of the varied 
characters who came to Jesus in their affliction, seeking 
His help, and see how none were ever sent empty away, it 
may prove for your encouragement. One poet has put the^ 
truth very plain when he says — 

** Let not conscience make you linger, 

Nor ©f fitness fondly dream ; - 

All the fitness He requireth 
Is to feel your need of Him : 

This He gives you, 
'Tis His Spirit's rising beam." 

I shall hope to write again next week, but send these 
few lines to assure you of my prayer and sympathy. 

With best wishes for your temporal and eternal welfare, 
believe me, dear John, faithfully yours, E. W. 



The following week we heard that he w 
quite blind, and rapidly sinking from his -in- 
ability to take any nourishment, owing to his 



was 
in- 
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throat being so bad. We therefore wrote to his 
father, and, among other things, requested that the 
fifty-first Psalm might be read to him, as we felt 
that it contained the true breathings of a living 
soul seeking mercy. The following is the inte- 
resting record of his last illness and death, which 
has been forwarded to us by his sorrowing 
parents. We are not able in every case to give 
the dates of the various utterances recorded, as 
no written record was kept, but this is not 
important. 

His father writes : '* John came home on 
Friday, July 27th, feeling rather unwell, and 
continued gradually to get worse, and on 
Monday the serious nature of the disease was 
clearly apparent. Up to this time he had not 
said anything to us upon spiritual matters, but 
we had for some time entertained hopes respect- 
ing him from observing his altered demeanour, 
and from having occasionally caught him upon 
his knees in prayer." 

On the Monday evening he requested his mother 
to read to him "A Father's Letters to his Son," 
out of the Gleaner for 1878, anfi also the account 
of "The Infidel and the Idiot," from Old 
Jonathan, 

His mother then asked if she should try and 
pray with him. He said, " Yes, do, ma, dear ; " 
and when she had concluded, John began, and 
prayed very earnestly that God would give him 
a true religion, and that, if it should please the 
Lord to restore him, he might never be ashamed 
to own His name before the world. 

He evidently knew that, without Divine help, 
he could never stand his ground, for he said, 
^* How shall I be able to go to work any more 
with those swearing fellows P " and he seemed, 
on this account, to dread getting well again. 



John W, Slade. 71 

Whenever his mother was obliged to leave 
him for a minute, she could generally hear him 
praying. 

One day he said, " I am the biggest sinner that 
ever lived," and then mentioned many things he 
had done wrong, going back as long as he could 
remember, and spoke of them with such remorse 
as if the remembrance of every one of them 
stung him. 

Upon one occasion, his mother had reproved 
him for a fault, telling him the day would come 
when he would be sorry, if it was not until he 
were forty. This fault among many others, now 
stared him in the face. Truly he could say, "He 
has set my secret sins in the light of His 
countenance." 

His mother told him that she had felt so much 
love to him that she had even had the feeling 
that, if his soul were lost, she should hardly 
wish to be saved herself. " Mother," he replied, 
" you would not love me so much, if you only 
knew how bad 1 have been." She then told him 
that this feeling had been removed for $ome 
time past, as she believed God had begun a 
work in his soul since about last Christmas 
twelvemonth. " No," he replied, " not so soon 

as that. It was something that Mrs. G [the 

lady before mentioned] said to me; but 1 am 
afraid the change was not real, as I do not feel 
to have experienced what I have desired." His 
mother told him that he doubtless would obtain 
it, but that he might have to wait a long time, 
in order to keep him begging for it. He prayed 
so earnestly that God would show him His 
favour, and make him one of His anointed 
ones. 

He was frequently afraid that he had not a 
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right religion, and would say, and tried to 

sing— 

" True religion's more than notion ; 
\ ' Something must be known and felt." 

He also repeated a portion of the hymn, " 'Tis 
a point I long to know." 

His mother asked him where those earnest 
desires to be right came from, if not from the 
Lord ? She read to him several hymns, and 
amongst them the one commencing, " A beggar 
poor at mercy's door," which he asked her to 
turn down, and said he did not know what he 
should do if his mother were not there to read 
such beautiful hymns, and to comfort him. 

John would much have liked to have seen 
some of his friends from the school, but he knew 
that this would not be advisable, owing to the 
virulent form which the disease assumed. 

During the early part of his illness, his father 
was not able to be with him, but the following 
are a "few extracts from the letters which he 
wrote to him during this time : — 

My dear Boy, — As I cannot come and speak with you> 
I will try and write a few lines for your encouragement. 
It is often helpful to me to think about the poor man who 
lay beside the pool, and for thirty-eight years suffered 
from his infirmity before he received healing, yet, in the 
end, he did not go away without it. 

Dear boy, many a time have I prayed the Lord in secret 
to hedge up your way of folly with thorns, so that you 
could not get through ; and to show you Wisdom's ways, 
whose ways are pleasantness, and her paths peace. 
: When I was reading of Job the other night, I thought 
he seemed to be in a similar state to yourself, for he 
thought he was going to die, and said, " I have sinned/* 
and ne felt what he said ; but he goes on, " Why dost 
Thou not pardon my transgression ? " Oh, he wanted sure 
tokens to die with, and then he thought it would be easy 
to go I 
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I do hope that you may be brought to see your soul 
in such a polluted state as your body is, and then sure I 
am that you will feel your need of the good Physician. I 
doubt not but you have often read the words, " I wound ; " 
but, blessed be His name. He does not stop there, but 
says, "And My hands make whole/' " I kill," but some- 
thmg more — *'I make alive.'* May we all experience these 
things by the Holy Spirit's teaching ; otherwise our future 
must be dark indeed ! 

What a different position are you now in to what you 
expected to be a fortnight ago, and how different to the 
general public, who to-day (Bank Holiday) are dressed in 
their best, trying to fill themselves with the pleasures of 
the world, while you are clad in one of the worst garments 
that sin ever wove! Yet, if suing for mercy, through 
blood, as I trust you are, your lot, my boy, is more 
enviable than theirs. If you do not receive an answer to 
your pleadings for a time, may the words of the poet 
encourage you — 

" And if I die with mercy sought, 
When I the King have tried, 
This were to die (delightful thought 1) 
As sinner never died." 

No, my dear boy, He has never said, "You are too bad," 
but He has said that all manner of sin, yes, and blasphemy, 
shall be forgiven ; an4 this I often plead in my petitions, 
and may you do so likewise. How comforting must it be 
in dying moments to realize the poet's words— 

^' In that dread moment, oh, to hide 
Beneath Thy sheltering blood ! 
'Twill Jordan's icy waves divide, 
And land my soul with God." 

We must now resume the narrative of the last 
days of John's life. His sufferings at times were 
very great ; yet in the midst of them he was 
heard to say, " God, I do thank Thee for Thy 
goodness and mercy!" and on another occasion, 
when tossing to and fro with pain, he said to his 

father — 

*• 'Tis religion that can give 
Sweetest pleasures while we live." 

On the Sunday previous to his death he 
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referred to the Sunday-school and said he felt 
sure they were praying for him, which was 
indeed the case. 

When his father read to him the beautiful 
fifty-first Psalm, he did so verse by verse, and 
asked if it did not suit him. He said, "Yes, 
father /' and a little while after he was heard to 
cry out in prayer, as if thinking of the Psalm— 

*' Change my heart, renew my will, 
And turn my feet to Zion's hill." 

Sometimes, as if in conflict with Satan, he 
would cry out, " Get away I " and then directly 
afterwards, " Make haste ! '* as if calling on the 
Lion of the tribe of Judah to come and rebuke 
the devourer. 

He spoke of the ministry of Mr. Boome (our 
pastor) as being so real, but he had not been 
able to obtain from it the comfort that he 
desired (but he had not at that time been very 
deeply wounded). He also said that, if he 
recovered, he should like to join himself to the 
Ghurch. 

When he heard the noise of the holiday- 
makers on Bank Holiday, he remarked, "I 
should not like to be them. I would not like to 
have their deathbed." 

Upon the afternoon previous to his death, he 
suddenly raised himself in bed, and called out, 
" Higher, higher ! " A little while afterwards, 
he said to his mother, " I am going home, ma, 
dear." She replied, '* Are you, dear ? Has the 
Lord smiled upon you?" "Yes," he replied; 
" Jesus has looked at me, and said, ' Come up 
higher!'" She asked, "When?" He said, 
" Just now." She could then understand the 
reason of his calling out as he had done just 
previously. Darkness again seemed to have 
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come over his mind, and he said, " I am afraid I 
am deceived after all;'* and once he said, "I 
have lost Him ! *' His parents endeavoured to 
encourage him to trust the Lord, assuring him 
that He would never deceive him. Soon after, 
faith again sprung up in his heart, and he said, 
" I have got heaven, ma, dear ! " He was then 
particularly anxious to get out of bed that he 
might kneel down to pray, but this he was too 
weak to do. 

From this time he became much quieter, and 
his breathing more rapid, till suddenly it 
appeared to stop. He then drew three long 
sighs, and with his last breath exclaimed, 
"Heavenly Father!" which seemed as if the 
Lord met him at the portals of eternity to 
receive him to Himself. 

May we not say concerning this dear youth, 
"There is hope in thy end"? 

The next Lord's-day was a truly solemn one 
in the Sunday-school. Every face had a serious 
look, and, as we spoke concerning the departed 
one, many eyes were dim with tears. God grant 
that the early death of their fellow-scholar may 
prove the means of causing many others to be 
concerned about the salvation of their immortal 
souls. 

That this little account may be used by the 
Lord for the profit of many young readers, and 
for the encouragement of Sunday-school teachers 
in their labour of love, is the earnest wish of the 
writer. 
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AT MERCY'S DOOR. 



A Beggar poor at mercy's door 

Lies such a wretch as I ; 
Thou know'st my need is great indeed, 

Lord, hear me when I cry. 

With guilt beset, and deep in debt, 

For pardon. Lord, I pray ; 
Oh, let Thy love sufficient prove 

To take my sins away ! 

A wicked heart is no small part 
Of my distress and shame ; 

Let sovereign grace its crimes efface. 
Through Jesus* blessed name. 

My darkened mind, I daily find, 

Is prone to go astray ; 
Lord, on it shine with light divine, 

And guide it in Thy way. 

Before Thy face I've told my case, 
Lord, help and mercy send ; 

Pity my soul, and make me whole. 
And love me to the end. 



"OJlIiY GOING HOME." 

{A Memoir of Fanny yones, who died November 24thy 

1882 f in her igth year,) 



FANNY JONES was bom at Leigh, in 
Lancashire, on 21st August, 1864. From 
her earliest years she showed her love to 
God's house and people. When only four 
years old, she would, on the Lord's-day, run to 
her drawer and fetch her clothes, and ask to be 
dressed to go the second time to the house of 
God. 

After some years she removed with her 
parents to London, and there attended a place 
of worship, where, ft-om her attentive behaviour, 
she was called the "young listener," going to 
both Sunday and week-day services, so that hers 
was not only a Sunday attendance. 

She was also fond of learning and repeating 
choice hymns, considering it a waste of time to 
read about anything but the best things. Her 
words and actions were not like those of a 
child. 

In November, 1878, she began to attend 
Gower-street Chapel, and shortly afterwards 
joined the Sunday-school, where she soon 
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became known for her earnest attention to 
eternal matters. She was present nearly every 
time when there was public service, especially 
at the week-evening prayer-meetings, and always 
remained to witness the ordinance of the Lord's 
Supper. She manifested great attachment to 
her teacher, and chose those of the scholars for 
her companions who were sober-minded, and 
who valued better things. 

Soon after she began attendance at Gower 
street, she was taken very ill, the day after 
hearing the Word with great and marked 
attention. Her mother greatly feared the Lord 
was about to take her away, and tried in various 
ways to get at her mind, but all in vain for some 
time. It was not until she began to recover that 
she could speak of anything, but appeared to 
.spend her time in secret prayer. 

A short time after this, she said, ** Mother, 
dear, I should so like you to come and sit down 
with me." 

Her mother did so; when Fanny'said, "Mother, 
dear, I thought you would have lost me. But I 
can tell you now, for certain, that you need not 
ft-et after me, should I be taken ill shortly. I 
shall go safe to glory, and be with my precious 
Saviour, who died to wash my sins away in His 
most precious blood. Oh, it is a finished and 
complete salvation, in Him and through 
Him ! " 

She then said, "The Lord has shown me what 
sin is, and what is working in my poor corrupt 
heart. Oh, to see it all in God's light ! to turn 
the eyes of our understanding inside ! It is such 
a terrible sight, it makes me shake and tremble 
to think about it. How can people talk about it 
lightly ? " 
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Several portions of Scripture were at this/ 
period much upon her mind. One of them was;' 
** We must all appear before the judgment-seat 
of Christ ; that every one may receive the things 
done in his body, according to that he hath 
done, whether it be good or bad." Another was, 
" Create in me a clean heart, O God ; and renew 
a right spirit within me." She said, " It is all 
of grace, from first to last ; for we cannot create 
or renew ourselves." 

As the Lord shone in upon her soul, He 
unfolded these words with much sweetness : 
**Come unto Me, all ye that labour and are 
heavy-laden, and I will give you rest. Take My 
yoke upon you, and learn of Me, for I am meek 
and lowly in heart; and ye shall find rest unto 
your souls. For My yoke is easy, and My 
burden is light.'' As long as she lived, she 
never seemed to fully lose the sweetness of that 
last text. How often did her face shine in 
repeating the words, and in saying it was the 
sweetest place on earth to sit at the feet of Jesus/ 
and to learn of Him ! 

Our Master Himself tells us that the path is 
strait and thorny, but that it leads home to God. 
Fanny's trials were what all have to bear. She 
felt what a heart she had to carry about with 
her. She often said, '* I look at others that I 
believe to be Christians, and wonder if they feel 
the conflict between nature and grace as I do. 
I wish at times I was not so lively, and not so 
ready to laugh at what my brothers say. Oh, 
the condemnation I have felt I cannot describe ! 
When I could get alone, I have fallen on my 
knees, and have asked the Lord to forgive me, 
and have entreated Him not to withdraw His 
presence from me ; for that I dreaded more than 
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anything else. It was that nearness that made 
me so very happy under all my trials." 

About three months before her death, Fanny 
met with a severe accident, through the fall of a 
large piece of wood across her forehead .From 
that time she thought the Lord would take her 
home. She said. " Dear mother, my hymns are 
so precious to me now, as my poor head is so 
bad. I cannot read much now. How very kind 
it was of the Lord to give me such a thirst after 
those precious hymns. They speak as I could 
not ; but I feel it all in my heart. How glad I 
am it was I who had the accident, and not my 
dear brother ! / feel I am prepared to go, if it is 
His sovereign will. Dying will be but going 
home. I often am so very happy. I have felt 
sometimes, while hearing Mr. Hull and Mr. 
Hazlerigg, such a sweet melting of heart as 
I could never describe; only / wanted' to go 
home!* 

For the last three years of her life she always 
began the Lord's-day by singing the hymn com- 
mencing — 

'* In heaven my choicest treasure lies ; 
My hopes are placed above the skies ; 
*Tis Christ, the Bright and Morning Star, 
Draws my affections from afar." 

On Lord's-day morning, 5th November, 1882, 
after reading her portion (Solomon's Song i. 4J, 
she said to her mother, " The dear Lord says all 
this is written for me, and this is His purpose of 
love and grace towards me. I have my portion, 
if I get no more to-day. I am sure my Lord will 
riot leave me." 

' She spoke this in such a manner that her 
riiother, in the agony of her soul, thought, 
" None but God could reveal such things to you." 
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In the evening of the same day, she was 
present at Gower-street Chapel to witness the 
celebration of the Lord's Supper, when she left 
her usual seat, retiring to the back of the gallery, 
saying that she felt overcome with the solemnity 
of the service, for she felt it was not man's but 
God's ordinance, and that it would be the last 
she should witness on earth, as she felt she should 
be feasting at the Lord's table above before they 
sat down there at His table again; and most 
remarkably it so came to pass. 

On the following Saturday, on returning home 
from business (where she had only been one 
week), she complained of being unwell ; and on 
Sunday, 12th November, she grew much worse. 
She then said to her mother, '* I am very ill, and 
do not think I shall get better, but I am very, 
very happy. Do not fret about me. If I do not 
get better, I wish to leave myself in the Lord's 
hands. He knows best what to do, and is 
working all things for the best, I love dear Mr. 
and Mrs. Prior " (Mr. Prior was her teacher) ; 
" they have always been so very kind to me, like 
second parents. Also Mr. Cooper" (superin- 
tendent) " and Mr. Hale. They need our prayers, 
as we need theirs. Thank them all for their 
kindness to me. Oh, what a terrible thing to 
have no right thoughts of eternity until you are 
ill or old ! What could I do if I was not par- 
doned, and all settled betwixt God and my soul ? 
I have been very much blessed in my soul for 
some time past. The Lord Jesus has permitted 
me to lean upon His loving breast ; and oh, it is 
so sweet to feel Him near, among the fiery trials 
I have had to pass through, without and within ! 
Christ and I are not strangers to each other. '^ 

During the last few days of her life she spoke 
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but little, owing to the nature of her illness ; 
but she seemed to be in the outer courts of 
heaven. She said, " It is so bright and glorious. 
There is no language to express the half of it." 
The nearest expression she could give was what 
she had felt at the prayer-meetings, where, she 
continued, " some of my dear old friends used to 
pray. It brought glory down into my poor soul. 
I used to wish I had not to come through the 
streets, to hear the noise. I used to feel indeed 
in a strange land. / am now going home. I 
would have liked to be able to sit up, and speak 
to some of my particular friends in the Sunday-^ 
school, and to tell them what a very narrow way 
it is to the kingdom, that nothing of sin or defile- 
ment can ever enter there. May they never rest 
satisfied until they feel that Jesus is theirs, and 
that they are His purchase. Oh, the precious 
blood of Jesus ! The nearer we get home, the 
more we prize His blood, to cleanse fi-om all 
guilt." 

Then, continuing — " Dear Mr. Hemington, I 
have thought much about him and his preaching 
while lying here. That sermon that I heard him 
preach when I was about ten years old, I have 
never forgotten ; about God's children carrying 
a tribunal about with them. I well know that I 
have. I should like to have thanked him for his 
tender care in his preaching, that he never forgot 
the lambs of the fold. He many times left oflF 
from what he was saying to speak to us I have 
thought. Surely that is for me. He might have 
known all that was working in my heart. I 
should have liked to tell him, but feared to pre- 
sume. May he be spared to feed the lambs.'' 

May this be an encouragement and an incen- 
tive to ministers to ^^ gather the children^ 
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Fanny suffered much, and continued with but 
few sensible intervals until Friday, November 
24th, when her happy spirit returned to the God 
who gave it, and so entered into eternal rest and 
peace. 

May our last end be, through grace, as peace- 
ful and happy as was hers ! 




/^ 
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EARLY DESIRES AFTER JESUS. 



Tis a sweet proof that Christ is nigh, 
When babes in grace begin to cry ; 
The Holy Spirit dwells in all 
Who on the Lord sincerely call. 

The Lord resides within that soul 
Which longs to be completely whole ; 
'Tis He inspires the living breath 
Which prays for felt release from death. 

No soul would ever feel its woe, 
Did God not dwell with man below ; 
Nor ever taste His mighty love, 
Did Christ not plead his cause above. 

Each warm desire that inly bums, 
And for the Saviour's presence yearns ; 
Each heaving, sigh, each breath of prayer, 
Bespeaks His gracious presence there. 

He whose sweet name the sinner pleads, 
For that poor sinner intercedes ; 
And God the Father it delights 
To hear the prayer the Spirit writes. 

Thus all true prayer from God comes down, 
And then ascends through Christ the Son ; 
That sinners may have cause to boast 
In Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. 



LITTLE JIELLIE'S PRJlYEH ; 

* 

OB, 

"WHITER THflH SHOW." 



•* An early summons J esus sends, 
To call a child above ; 
And whispers o'er the weeping friends — 
*Tis all the fruit of love. 

To you the child was only lent ; 

While mortal it was thine ; 
But now, in robes immortal pent, 

It lives for ever Mine." — Berridge, 

^YHILDREN, like little sunbeams, help to 
I / brighten up our homes, and by their happy 
\|^ voices and loving ways bring much joy and 
gladness, occasionally tinged, it may be, 
by some passing cloud, which, however, like an 
April shower, is quickly gone, and the happy 
sunshine, as bright as ever, once more fills the 
house. 

But when one of these darling little ones is 
stricken down by a dire disease which, in a few 
short days must run its fatal course, how the 
sunshine seems to vanish, and a heavy gloom of 
sadness pervades the home ; while the hearts of 
loving relatives are bowed with sorrow, as they 
watch their dear one fading from their view. 
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The many pleasant memories of happier days, 
which, at such a time, come crowding into the 
mind, only seems to add poignancy to their grief; 
but as time rolls on, there is a painful yet sweet 
experience, in thinking over and gathering up 
some of memory's fragments of one so dearly 
loved ; and these records are especially precious 
to Christian parents, when they give evidence that 
their dear one was under the care of the Good 
Shepherd, who gathers the lambs in His arms 
and carries them in His bosom. 

Little Nellie Wilmshurst, whose brief life was 
spent in the neighbourhood of Blackheath, was 
but seven years and four months old, when 
she was called away to the Saviour's heavenly 
fold. 

In one so young it is not usual to look for such 
evident tokens of the Spirit's work as may be 
frequently seen in those of riper years ; yet the 
Lord's hand is not shortened, and He could, if 
it were His pleasure, make even a lisping babe 
to bear open witness to His saving power. 

It has been often said that even the movement 
of a straw is sufficient to indicate the current of 
the wind ; and so, oftentimes, in circumstances 
apparently trivial, may be seen the bent of a 
child's mind, and whether any thoughts are 
working there respecting the solemnities of 
eternity. 

" Wash mey and I shall be whiter than snow'* 
This petition was fastened upon little Nellie's 
mind when she was about four years of age ; 
since which time, whenever she has been heard 
to repeat her little prayers, it has always been 
observed that she concluded them with this 
favourite petition. And when her little brother 
was, as she thought, old enough to repeat a short 
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prayer, she taught him also to say, " Wash me, 
and I shall be whiter than snow/' Her devotions 
were never hurried through ; and to ensure 
quietude she would request her mother not to 
allow any noise during the time. 

The Bible was a favourite Book with her, and 
she would sometimes speak of what she had been 
reading ; and her little lessons for the Sunday- 
school were always willingly and correctly learnt. 
Her loved Bible, filled with little book-marks 
and tickets, is still preserved just as she left it, 
to be given some day to one of her sisters, who 
desires it for a keepsake in memory of one she 
dearly loved. 

Little Nellie had three favourite hymns, one ot 
which she usually used to choose when asked to 
select one for home singing. 

'* O may we love the Bible." 
'* The Author of Salvation." 
** Tinsel may appear to charm us." 

Upon one occasion, she was in company with 
a little playfellow, who sometimes gave way to 
childish temper, which was a grief to Nellie, who 
said, *' You should not give way to such naughty 
tempers ; you must pray to God, or He will not 
take you to heaven." A friend entered the room 
at the time, and the child asked if this was not 
correct. 

Little Nellie was of an amiable and docile 
disposition, and did not often require correction, 
but when it was given, she took it properly to' 
heart. We remember once, when quite young, 
she was found out in an untruth ; she had been 
told that she might take a sweet from a box, 
and when afterwards asked how many she had 
taken, she replied one, but this was discovered 
to be wrong, as she had taken two ; the look of 
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shame that overspread her little face as she was 
reproved for this fault, is even now vividly before 
our mind. This lesson, however, had the desired 
eflFect, and her statements ever after were cha- 
racterized by exact truth, and it was also noticed 
that she would never appropriate the smallest 
thing without first asking permission to do so. 

The warm affection manifested by the dear 
child to her parents was especially noticeable 
She would frequently prefer to sit in the room 
with her mother, engaged in reading or doing 
some little work, rather than be in another room 
playing with the other children ; and when 
either of her parents were leaving the house, she 
never liked them to do so without first bidding 
her good-bye ; and in order to ensure this, when 
she knew they were going out, she would often- 
times station herself at the front door to make 
sure of the parting kiss. Upon one occasion, 
when her mother happened to return, she found 
her weeping upon the stairs, because she did not 
like even a brief separation from one she so 
much loved. This strong affection on the part 
of the dear child makes it more remarkable that, 
during her last illness, she should be so willing 
to leave her loved parents, that she might go to 
be with Jesus, who had become nearer and 
dearer than they. 

Little Nellie was somewhat delicate in health, 
and at times required care, but it was anticipated 
that as she grew older, she would outgrow her 
childish ailments, and become perfectly healthy 
and strong; but the Lord had other designs 
concerning her, which in due time were re- 
vealed. 

Towards the close of last year, the child 
seemed to be unwell, and was at once placed 
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under the care of the same medical adviser, 
whose treatment on previous occasions always 
benefited her; but it was noticed, with some 
anxiety, that she did not improve, but seemed to 
become gradually listless, weak, and ill, till at 
length it was deemed advisable to call in the 
aid of an eminent physician. His report was 
of such a re-assuring character that her parents' 
hopes were raised considerably, only, however, 
to be quickly dashed again, for within a day or 
two the symptoms became so alarming as to 
leave no doubt that inflammation of the brain 
had set in, and the dear child was pronounced to 
be beyond the reach of human skill, except to, 
in some measure, alleviate her painful sufferings. 
And now her plaintive cry — **(9A, my head; ohy my 
poor headV'* — repeated hour after hour, and day 
after day, as she tossed from side to side upon 
her bed of suffering, recalled forcibly to mind 
the touching history of the little son of the 
Shunammite, calling out so piteously, "My head, 
my head." And as the particulars of the narra- 
tive occupied the thoughts of those to whom 
little Nellie was so dear, they longed earnestly 
that they might be able to say respecting her, 
'' It is well with the child." 

When little Nellie, as a babe, was lying in the 
arms of a dear relative, her loving nurse had 
this precious promise applied with some power, 
"This God is our God for ever and ever; He 
will be our guide even unto death ; " and she felt 
that the words referred not only to herself, but 
that the dear Lord would also be the God and 
Guide of the dear babe nestling in her arms. 
The hope raised in her breast by this promise 
she afterwards mentioned, which was a source 
of comfort to the parents, and led them to hope 

G 
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that in due time they should see in the fulfilment 
of this promise an answer to their many prayers 
on behalf of their dear child. 

Some few days before any serious apprehen- 
sions were felt, little Nellie was sitting on her 
father's knee, when the thought passed through 
his mind, Why not question the child, and see if 
she has any thoughts respecting the future r 
These promptings were suffered to pass without 
being acted upon, and when the dear one 
became seriously ill, this omission was deeply 
regretted, as the dear little sufferer seemed 
unable, through pain, to reply to any question, 
or even to listen to anything that might be said. 
In this trying position her parents felt that all 
they could do was to wrestle with the Lord, 
knowing that He could draw nigh and speak to 
her without any human aid, and could also lead 
her to bear manifest witness that she was a 
vessel afore prepared unto glory. At the same 
time, considering the nature of the illness and 
the tender years of the little sufferer, they felt to 
be desiring more than they could reasonably 
expect to receive, but the sequel will show that 
they had only to look on while the angel of the 
Lord wrought marvellously. 

A few days previous to the closing scenes in 
dear Nellie's life, she seemed compelled, between 
her cries of pain, to speak of what was passing 
in her mind, and she did so in such a manner as 
greatly to comfort her parents' hearts, for they 
could thereby perceive that the Lord had called 
the child. Many of these sweet expressions, 
which dropped at intervals from her lips were 
gathered up, and they will tell their own story 
of conviction of sin, an earnest seeking after 
mercy, and of a real love to the dear Saviour. 
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" I wish," said the dear child, " I might die, 
and go to be with Jesus." 

" Have you," enquired her mother, " prayed to 
Jesus to wash away your sins ? " — " Yes." " Do 
you think He has ?" — " I hope so." 

*'What do you pray?" — "Wash me, and I 
shall be whiter than snow." " How glad I shall 
be when I am whiter than snow ! " 

'* I wish Jesus would make me a good girl." 
. She was asked if she had ever been a naughty 
girl. ** I am afraid I have ; O God, make me a 
good girl." 

Over and over again the dear child gave 
utterance to this petition, " O God, make me a 
good girl," and when her eldest sister came 
into the room and kissed her, she said earnestly, 
" God will make you a good girl if you ask 
Him." 

The hymn commencing " Gentle Jesus " was 
mentioned, and the dear child at once repeated it 
through, and again put up her favourite prayer, 
** Wash me, and I shall be whiter than snow." 

*' I should like to be with Jesus." 

" I should like to see Jesus so muchy 

" I love Jesus." 

" Why do you love Him ? " was asked. — " Be- 
cause He forgives all our (or my) sins." 

" Why do you think soj"" — "I have prayed so 
many times." 

" I wish I could die and go to heaven." 

" Home, sweet home." 

" No more bad heads in heaven." 

" I wish I could bear it patiently, dear Lord." 

" I did think I should have borne it better." 

" Dear Lord, bless dear mamma and papa." 

" God will take care of dear mamma and 
papa." 



92 Lambs Safely Folded. 

" Dear Lord, forgive my dear mamma's sins if 

she has done anything wrong." 
** I do love God, He is so kind." 
" Have pity on me, Lord, for Jesu's sake." 
'* I wish I was ready (the time has come) to 

go to Jesus." 

" I do long to see His face." 

When suffering much pain, her mother said, 

** Jesus can make your head well ; " to which she 

replied: "My head is waiting to rest on His 



arm." 



**I have been trying to pray with all my 
heart, but my head is so bad." 

•'I do so want to see Jesus ; but I feel too 
naughty to go, I have had such naughty tem- 
pers." 

She was asked if she remembered the poor 
thief that Jesus saved on the cross, she said : 
"What did he dor" 

But when an attempt was made to tell her, the 
pain would not allow her to listen, and she said: 
" I am too tired to think of that now." 

Hoping to comfort her in her sufferings, some 
reference was made to the sufferings of Jesus ; 
but she could not listen. But when a few words 
of prayer were spoken, the dear child began to 
pray herself, but her words were not sufficiently 
clear to be understood by human ears. Again 
she said — 

*' Dear Lord, make me a good girl, and for- 
give all my wicked sins." 

'• O Lord, make me patient." 

After this she seemed too ill to speak, and 
gradually became unconscious, although she 
seemed to recognise, at intervals, those who 
were watching her, and would ask them to kiss 
her, and as well as she could would return the 
kiss. 
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The clock was on the stroke of midnight, on 
the 28th of January, 1886, when the dear child 
heard the cry, '-Behold, the Bridegroom cometh; 
go ye out to meet Him," and we cannot doubt 
that, through sovereign grace, she was found 
with her lamp brightly burning, ready to go in 
with her Lord to the wedding. 

Little Nellie's prayer is now fiiUy answered, 
and amidst the blood-bought throng around the 
throne, she hymns the praise of that dear 
Saviour through whose grace she has become 
" whiter than snow." E. W. 
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'* REMEMBER NOW THY CREATOR." 



»» 



" Remember thy Creator 

In life's young morning — NOW ! 
Ere sorrow's hand impresses 

Its furrows on thy brow : 
While life's bright sun is smiling, 

And care is distant yet, 
Heed not the songs that tempt thee 

Thy Maker to forget. 

" Remember thy Creator " — 

The God who gave thee birth, 
And strews thy path with mercies 

On this His beauteous earth ; 
Before the dark clouds gather, 

And evil days appear, 
And storms and lengthening shadows 

Tell that the night is near. 

** Remember thy Creator " — 

The God who reigns above ; 
'Tis life to taste His favour, 

And heaven is in His love. 
O may His rich salvation 

Dawn on thy youthful heart, 
And grant true consolation 

When earth's fair joys depart ! 



A PHAVlflG CHlIiD. 

(A n rief Account of yabez Feist, who was called home 

in his tenth year, J 



BIS name is Jabez. And, according to 
I Chron. iv. lo, it may be said of him, 
" Jabez called on the God of Israel," for 
his was a little life of prayer. 
He had a godly mother, and was at an early 
age made acquainted with her sorrows, and was 
taught to pray in their hours of need. He 
learned to know the worth of prayer ; and often 
in her distress he would say, *' Mamma, let us ask 
the Lord for help " ; and many conspicuous 
answers he had. His mother has noted down 
several of these incidents, adding, " May it be 
the dear Lord's holy will to touch the heart of 
many a little child, and help them to draw nigh 
to God in prayer for themselves and others ; and 
may it be a help to many a poor mother to go 
on praying and bringing her little ones to so 
kind and loving a Friend, who does not cast any 
poor needy one away." 

She writes : — ^When he was about five years 
old, he had been at play, and wanted a bit of 
sugar for something. I said. " My son, we have 



none." 
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" Then," he replied, " a piece of bread will 
do." 

1 said, *' We have nothing, my dear, until the 
Lord is pleased to send something." 

" Kneel down, then, mamma, and let us ask 
Him." 

So we did, and I remember pleading particu- 
larly ihat he might know that it was the Lord 
who sent it. And a dear friend came in quite 
uaexpectedly, and left a two-shilling piece in the 
baby's hand ; so the dear boy was quite satisfied 
that Jesus had sent it, and more than we looked 
for. 

Another time I had put away the chopper in a 
wrong place, and I searched everywhere, but 
could not find it. Jabez saw that I was troubled, 
and, being always ready to help with prayer, he 
knelt down alone first, and then asked me to do 
so with him. When we rose from our knees, I 
went straight to the place and found the chopper. 
Oh, how glad he was ! It used to delight his 
little heart that Jesus could hear and answer so 
plainly. 

On another occasion Jabez had asked the Lord 
to do something for him, which had not been 
granted; and -so when, a little time after, the 
baby's medicine had been put away carefully, 
and I had forgotten where, he was sad, and 
wondering if he should be heard in this. He 
said, "Mamma, you ask the Lord about the 
medicine." I said, "I must hold the baby,j>/^w 
go to Him," He did so, and then said to me, 
*' You put it in this drawer, mamma." And there 
it was. This cheered him once more. 

One dark foggy morning I sent him with a 
young companion some distance in the city with 
a message, but, being hurried, forgot to give 
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them the address ; and though Jabez had been 
once to the place in daylight, he was uncertain 
about the way. So he persuaded his companion 
to go to the Lord with him, and ask Him to 
direct their steps, and bring to remembrance the 
different comers. At length to their joy they 
found the place, delivered the message, and then 
returned home' quickly and safely, where he told 
all, with his heart full of God's kindness to him. 
When he was just upon seven years of age, he 
was playing at " house on fire," and wanted a 
piece of rope for hose, to fray out the end for 
water. He asked me for a penny to buy some. 
I had not a penny, and was afraid to trust him 
with a shilling, but he begged hard to be allowed 
to get some little things that I wanted at the 
same time, and at last prevailed on me and got 
the shilling. As he started off I said, " Mind 
you don't lose the sixpence you will have in 
change." When he returned he handed me three- 
pence. I said, " I knew you would lose the six- 
pence." He answered, " It is there, mamma, I 
have not lost it." But we could not find it, and 
I scolded him for having been so importunate, 
and said, " You did not ask the Lord about it." 
He humbly replied, ** Yes I did, ma; but perhaps 
I did not say, for Jesus Christ's sake." I felt so 
ashamed, and said, "Then it is /^^/lost," and we 
set about finding it, but at length had to give it 
up. He was so sorry, and did everything 
he possibly could to make up. About an 
hour after, all in a moment, in the very spot 
where he handed me the threepence, lay the 
sixpence shining on the floor. 1 burst out crying, 
and he said, " The sixpence ! " I said, '* Yes, 
my son, you did pray — that was Jabez's prayer, 
and to Israel's God too.*' And from that time 
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he seemed to believe that God had a favour 
towards him, and would bless him, and help him 
to live a life depending on Him all his days. 
That sixpence we nailed on the wall of the room, 
that it might always remind us of what the Lord 
had done ; and Jabez would often rub and clean 
it to keep it bright. 

When he had learned to read, he liked to read 
and hear about Christ and His love to children ; 
and a friend one day asked Mr. Wileman, the 
publisher, to select a packet of little books suit- 
able to his age, and forward them to him This 
was done, Mr. Wileman kindly enclosing a letter 
from himself, telling Jabez that he had two littl"^ 
boys, one on earth and one in heaven, and 
encouraging him still to seek the Lord. After 
going through his valued packet, he wrote, '* The 
one I prefer of all is Whiter than Snow. O that the 
Lord would make me whiter than snow, and let 
me live with Jesus." Having received such a 
loving note from Mr. Wileman, his desire was to 
see him and his shop, and he made this a matter 
of prayer, that he might go some day with his 
pence and buy some of these nice little things, 
of which he had a list. '* And God granted him 
that which he requested." 

His mother resumes : — When he was sent to 
school and fell amongst other boys, he found 
himself very weak and tender; a push or a knock 
caused him pain. And, although a little com- 
panion used to take him to school, on account of 
the crossings, he felt more depending on the 
Lord to keep him in safety from every danger ; 
and I believe he prayed in his littla heart pretty 
well all the time that he was not at work, because 
he used to say that he could not pray and do his 
sums. He seemed to put his shoulder under 
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everyone's trouble that he could. If his teacher 
was troubled and worried, he would pray for her, 
and that naughty boys might be made good. 
He would pray for other boys to get their lessons 
right, and one very troublesome boy he tried to 
be kind to, and to get him to pray. To make a 
beginning, he one day said to him, "I say, 
Johnny, do you pray?" No answer. *' Don't 
you pray of a night?" "Yes, sometimes I do." 
'*But," said Jabez, "how can you take care of 
yourself when youVe asleep ? Your house might 
catch fire ; fifty things might happen." So after 
this he told him many things about Jesus, and 
tHfe teacher said one day, " I do believe you are 
getting to be a better boy, Johnny." 

He often prayed that he might not go wrong 
when he grew up, and forget God. The fear of 
this was sometimes a great trouble to him. He 
increased in knowledge of Divine things, as his 
letters show. But his pathway to heaven was 
one of sorrow. A friend, who knew what a share 
he took in bearing the anxieties of his father and 
mother, sent him a copy of a little poem, called 
"What the Sparrow Chirps," to encourage him 
to trust in the Lord, and he wrote in reply as 
follows : — 

Dear Mrs. , — I thank you for the 

" Chirp of the Sparrow," it is very nice Yester- 

' day I found a dead sparrow, so when 1 came 
upstairs, I looked at the sparrow, and then at the 
poem, and it is exactly right. I did not know 
really what a sparrow was before. I have read 
of two of them being sold for a farthing, and not 
one of them shall fall to the ground without our 

- h^»avenly Father knoweth, and Jesus says after- 
wards that we are of more value than many 
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sparrows. I suppose that must mean eternal 
life, for when they are dead they are quite gone. 
But when we die we are not quite gone, it is only 
our body dies. I wish I had never sinned, no 
more than the little sparrows ; but God has given 
me so much more sense to know good and evil. 
I know I am born evil, but I do want to be 
born good. . . ." 

Sometimes, to occupy himself at home, he 
would write little letters to his mother. The 
following was written after he had done some- 
thing displeasing to her : — 

Dear Mamma, — I will begin to write my 
letter by trying to say : — 

" Our hearts are very full of sin, 
The Bible tells us so ; 
And many things I feel within 
Are Satan's work, I know. 

He tempted Eve and Adam once 

To disobey the Lord, 
And men by nature ever since 

Love Satan more than God. 

And when we're very young indeed, 

Our wicked ways begin : 
Before we're old enough to read, 

We're old enough to sin. 

Sometimes I don't do what l*m bid, 
Sometimes give way to lies." 

I can't say any more now. 

I will tell you what I want Jesus to give me 

nffw. 

1. The Holy Spirit. 

2. A new heart. 

3. Take me to heaven when I die. 

4. Not let me do any sort of wickedness. 
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5. Let me have a book-shop when I grow big, 
and sell good books about Jesus. 

I think I must leave off now. Grood-bye. 
— ^Yours truly, jABEZ, YOUR Son. 

He was always busy about something, and 
would often amuse himself by copying out 
psalms or hymns. A favourite hymn was the 
one beginning :— 

" God lives on high beyond the sky '* ; 

and he always prayed the last two verses of the 
one for children, from which the verses above are 
taken. He liked the last verse especially : — 

*' O send Thy Spirit, gracious Lord, 
That I may always pray, 
Sometimes in thought, sometimes in word, 
Both when I rest or play. 

O let me live to know Thy truth, 

To feel my sins forgiven : 
Do what Thou wilt with me on earth. 

But bring me safe to heaven." 

Towards the close of 1889, his mother one day 
overheard him asking the Lord to make his head 
better, and on enquiry found that, though she 
had no complaint from him, he was very poorly, 
and in a short time symptoms of scarlet fever 
appeared. His three sisters also fell ill with the 
same disease, one after another, and each be- 
came a subject of his prayers. After a fortnight 
he rallied, but seeing the illness around him, he 
felt sad, and could hardly pray for trying to da 
something to help them all. He soon became 
worse again, and it was considered necessary to 
remove the four children to the hospital. 

Here Jabez remained for many weeks, and 
though separated from all whom he loved, and 
alone among strangers, he could be happy at 
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times. In several of the letters he wrote to his 
mother from the hospital he said, *' I am as 
happy as I can be/* especially on being removed 
to a ward where he found a nurse who loved the 
Lord, where he could always have a Bible, and 
grace was said before and after meals, and 
prayers night and morning. *' Oh," he writes, 
'• that is nice. Oh, I can say, I am so happy." 
But when taken back to his former ward, where 
he missed the things in which he most delighted, 
h3 tells of being *' sad and lonely," and longing 
and praying to come home, though he still kept 
thanking the Lord for His kindness to him, and 
for being allowed to write and receive letters. 

Prayer was his stay and solace to the last. " I 
pray every moment almost," he says. " Oh, do 
pray for me ! " 

When it was seen that there was no hope of 
his recovery, and that the end was drawing near, 
his mother was allowed to go and see him. As 
she sat by him, he asked for his father, 
'* because," he said, *' you remember the Sunday 
after we moved, I went out with papa, and he 
let me go a little way alone. Papa told me not 
to go after any music ; but I saw the Salvation 
Army start, and I watched them go all round the 
square. Now, that was disobeying. I have 
asked the Lord to forgive me many times. And 
it is for Jesus Christ's sake only I can be forgiven 
— only one Man — no other name; and He says, 
* Call upon Me in the day of trouble, and I will 
deliver thee.' I do try to pray earnestly." 

His mother writes ; — He was very thirsty, and 
asked me to go to the nurse for milk. But they 
don't like to be asked, so we asked the dear Lord 
to send some, and instantly the nurse brought 
just a sip, saying, " He has brandy and milk 
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every hour." But soon again his poor mouth 
was parched, and he said, " Ask her again." I 
said, *'Let us ask the Lord again." And he did 
put his dear little hand over his eyes, and weakly 
ask Him ; then he said, " Go on, ma." I said, 
" She is sure to come " ; and as quickly did she 
come with milk, but took all away. Again, in a 
minute or two, he requested milk, and we 
prayed, " Do, dear Lord, let us have plenty left, 
that we may know that Thou art here, and dost 
hear us." And the nurse brought milk, brandy, 
and water in abundance, and left it all with us, 
to use as we required, and we felt enabled to 
speak of His goodness to us poor unworthy 
creatures. He said, " Shall I die ? " Asking 
him if he was not willing, he said, " I don't want 
to leave you yet." '* Well," I replied, " He says. 
My people shall be willing in the day of My 
power. He will make you willing when you are 
going." After this he mentioned several things 
that had been made a little comfort to him, and 
especially a portion ft-om the 2nd chapter of Joel. 
I had told him to read from the i8th verse. He 
said, ''You remember writing about it," and he 
looked so glad, and said, " I opened on it, and it 
was nice." 

He grew weaker, and his mind wandered, and 
I left him, looking to the Lord to help and com- 
fort him, promising that, if God pleased, his 
father should come to see him on the morrow. 
But his time was shorter than we expected, and 
in a few hours after this he quietly fell asleep, at 
the early age of nine years and nine months, 
being made, according to his request, whiter than 
snow, to weep to more, but to sing Alleluia to 
God and the Lamb. 
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"YE MUST BE BORN AGAIN." 



Now may the truth our minds engage 
(No word was penned in vain) ; 

'Tis written on the Sacred Page, 
** Ye must be bom again." 

By nature all are dead in sin, 

And under Satan's reign ; 
But God implants new life within 

The sinner bom again, 

*Tis all of God's etemal love. 

And great Immanuel s pain, 
The Spirit brings a man to prove 

He must be bom again. 

O ! were the Lord to touch our eyes. 

And make our min plain, 
How should we long to realise 

That we are born again ! 

They who are brought the Lord to know, 
With Him in Heaven shall reign ; 

But they will sink in endless woe 
Who are not bom again. 



TAUGHT Of GOD. 

{A Brief Account of the LorcTs Gracious Dealings with 
yohn Hampsony of Leicester ^ who died on jfuly i6th^ 
i8go, aged seventeen years. ) 

[The subject of the accompanying Memoir was a hearer 
at Zion Chapel, and a scholar in our Sunday-school. I was 
particularly struck with one thing in visiting him, — the 
simplicity and freshness, or what I may call the naturial- 
ness, about his words. There was nothing conventional, 
nothing* cut and dried, nothing shaped and fashioned 
according to jsystems of experience sometimes found in 
books. There were all the Scriptural essentials of a divine 
work, but of a work carried on by the Lord Himself, and 
in His own way. This was most refreshing. 

The work was a rapid one, but not the less real for being 
rapid. A Sunday-school lesson arrests the mind of a lad, 
and impresses him with the conviction that he needed to 
be taught by the Lord Himself to pray. He begins to pray 
for this teaching. The work goes forward. He learns to 
pray aright ; conviction of sin gives him matter ; the Lord, 
I believe, gave him power. He felt himself one of the 
greatest sinners. He prayed for forgiveness. 

I asked him when I visited him whether he had a hope 
that the Lord heard his prayers. In his simple way he 
replied that he had a hope the Lord would forgive him ; 
but he wanted to be more forgiven. He meant that h& 
wanted to feel in his heart that the Lord had forgiveij him. 
He wanted, I believe, the Lord Himself to come sensibly 
into his heart. 

At* length, when praying for it, a sweet sense of forgive- 
ness was given him. There were no particular words. It 
was the sense of the -words of Christ, or of mercy through. 

n 
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Christ, which, without any particular Scripture, came into 
his heart. Then he could rejoice in Christ ; then he could 
give up all ; then he was quite willing to die. He wanted 
to be with Jesus. 

Truly none teacheth like God. He worketh in His own 
way, and none can hinder and improve upon it. The case 
is one to my mind of great and sweet encouragement to 
Sunday-school teachers. There is much to weary and 
discourage at times ; but one such case is ample recom- 
pense for years of patient trying labour. 

G. HazleriggJ 



JOHN HAMPSON was born in Leicester, 
and at an early age was deprived of both 
parents, which left him dependent upon 
his widowed grandmother, to whom he 
was deeply attached. 

At the age of six years he became a scholar 
of Zion Chapel Sunday-school ; and passing 
through the various classes, remained with us 
until six weeks previous to his death. 

We had often noticed his pale face, cough, 
and short breathing; but did not think the Lord 
would so soon c^-U him from our midst. 

After a short absence from his class, he was 
visited by his teacher, who was much surprised 
at the marked change in his appearance, his 
disease being rapid consumption. His teacher 
said to him, *' John, you are very, very ill.' He 
replied, '*Yes." She then asked him if he 
should like to get better ; to which he replied, 
*' I should like to leave that in the Lord's 
hands." His teacher said, "It would be very 
nice to be enabled to do this ; but, John, suppose 
you should die. It is such a great and solemn, 
thing to die." Again he replied, "Yes, it is." 

She then said to him, "Is there anything in 
the Bible you think much about?" John turned 
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to his aunt, who was sitting in the room, and 
asked her to give him his Bible ; and then said 
to his teacher, ** Do you remember the lesson we 
had the last time I was at school?" She replied,. 
" I do not; will you read a verse?" He found 
the eleventh chapter in the Gospel of Luke, and 
read as follows : — 

''And it came to pass that, as He was praying 
in a certain place, when He ceased, one of His 
disciples said unto Him, Lord, teach us to 
pray." 

He paused, and said, " That is what I want* 
Lord, teach me how to pray." His teacher tried 
to encourage him, and said, " If that is what 
you really want, you are already praying, and 
God will hear and answer prayer." 

The eleventh chapter of Luke was very 
precious to him during the whole of his afflic- 
tion. He was visited by many of the teachers 
and friends, who took a deep interest in his 
welfare, both temporal and spiritual. 

The next time his tearher saw him, he said 
to her, " Mr. Hack has been to see me, and read 
and prayed with me. I was very pleased ; but 
the next time he comes, I must ask him to 
forgive me for being so troublesome at school." 
He also said he must ask his late teacher, Mr. 
Albert Tyler, to forgive him. Mr. Hack, our 
late superintendent, did not recollect him being 
troublesome. He was naturally of a cheerful 
disposition ; but trifling in the Sabbath-school 
was no longer a trifle to him. He said to hia 
teacher, *'The next time you go to school, ask 
the boys to listen. Tell them to listen for my 
sake. I was so sorry they did not seem to do so 
the last time I was at school." 
• When his fellow-scholars visited him, he said 
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to them, " Do listen when you are at school. If 
you do not, you will wish you had when you are 
brought where I am. Do not make thorns for 
your dying pillow." 

After this, the Lord was graciously pleased to 
teach him more of his sinful, helpless, and .ruined 
condition. When his teacher next saw him, he 
said to her, " I did cry last night; " meaning he 
wept. She asked, " Why did you cry, John ? " 
He replied, ** Oh, I felt I had such a bad heart. 
I am such a sinner." He also said, " I did pray 
to the Lord, and told Him I felt myself the 
biggest sinner in the world." 

His teacher asked him if he would like to see 
our dear pastor, Mr. Hazlerigg. He replied, "I 
should ; but I should like to be better first ; '^^ 
meaning he felt so sinful. 

Two days later, John expressed a desire to see 
Mr. H., who gladly complied. Mr. H.'s visit was 
the means of helping and encouraging him ; and 
when speaking to his. teacher about it, he said, 
** Mr. H. read my chapter, and explained it so 
nicely to me. Mr. H. says, if it was not for my 
chapter, he should often not know what .to do. 
He also said he was often ashamed to go to the 
Lord in prayer. " That is just what I feel — the 
vilest sinner in the world." 

A few days later, John's teacher paid him a 
visit, and will not soon forget the change in his 
countenance. He looked peaceful and happy, 
took her hand in his, and said, "I believe I shall 
go to heaven when I die." His teacher inquired 
what had brought such a change. He replied, 
** While I was praying this morning, a feeling of 
forgiveness came into my heart; it has never left 
me. I believe I shall go to heaven when I die." 

The next morning he was visited by Mrs« 
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Hale, who for many years has laboured in our 
Sabbath-school Mrs. H. felt it a privilege to 
sit beside the dying youth. He said to her, " I 
am so happy. I can die to go to Jesus." Mrs. 
H. said to him, ** Can you give up everything-r- 
your grandmother and all ? " He replied, " Yes ; 
everything, and all, to go to Jesus." 

When speaking to his teacher concerning Mrs. 
H.'s visit, he said, **Mrs. Hale read to me one 
of her favourite hymns ; but look at this. This 
is mine ; it is so sweet." It was W. Gadsby's 
hymn, commencing — 

** Jesus is my great High Priest ; 
Bears my name upon His breast ; 
And that we may never part, 
I am sealed upon His heart." 

After this, he sank very rapidly, and could 
only speak with very great difficulty. He said 
to his teacher, "Mr. Arthur Tyler has sent me 
such beautiful grapes ; you must see them." 
When the grapes were brought, he looked at 
them, sighed, and said, " O dear ! O dear ! '' His 
teacher asked him if he was in pain. He replied, 
" Not much ; but when I said, ' O dear ! ' I was 
only thinking how much more I have than the 
waifs and strays." 

The next day was the Sabbath, the last Sab- 
bath John spent upon earth. His teacher called. 
He was very, very ill, labouring for breath. 
Wiping the perspiration from his brow, she said 
to him, " How do you feel now, John ? " He 
immediately replied, "I feel the Lord has for- 
given me." 

Later in the day two of our deacons called to 
see him. He was too ill to converse, being 
racked with pain. Mr. Baker entreated the 
Lord, if it was consistent with His will, to relieve 
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the sufferer. Shortly after, the pain ceased, and 
never returned again with such violence. 

He then arranged his funeral, expressing a 
desire for Mr. Hazlerigg to bury him, and 
Messrs. Arthur and Albert Tyler, his teacher, 
and the class to follow him to the grave. 

After this he was able to speak but little ; and 
on July 1 6th fell asleep, to awake in the likeness 
of Jesus. 

Should this short account be the means of en- 
couraging one tried, weary teacher to continue 
in sowing the good seed, or one anxious scholar 
more earnestly to seek the Saviour, may all the 
glory redound to Him to whom it is only due. 
This is the desire of the most unworthy 

S. A. Phillips. 




y^ 








" AT HOME WITH THE IiOHD." 

{Memoir of Willie Gray, of Leicester, whose ransomed 
spirit took its flighty October 2*1 th^ 1891.) 



THE subject of the following Memoir became 
a scholar of Zion Chapel Sunday-school 
when he was nine years of age. He was 
a quiet and attentive scholar, and was 
more than once seen to wipe away his tears, 
while sitting in the class, although he tried to 
conceal them. He was a delicate boy. His 
slight frame, hollow cough, and flushed cheeks 
attracted the attention of many of his school 
friends, and gave them reason to feel that so 
tender a plant would early be cut down. 

His love to the Lord's people was very marked. 
Nothing would give him greater pleasure than 
to sit in the company of the godly, so that he 
might listen to their conversation. 

Willie had several serious attacks of illness, 
but that which terminated his sufferings, com- 
menced in July, 1 89 1. No pen can describe the 
intensity of his sufferings ; but grace sustained 
him. Willie expressed a desire to see me. I 
visited him as soon as possible, and found him 
very ill, and, as I believed, rapidly drawing near 
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to his journey's end. He was very comfortable 
in mind, and said to me, " I am not afraid to die, 
for I feel sure the Lord has pardoned all my 
sins, and will take me to heaven." 

Although I had for some time felt the Lord 
had begun a work of grace upon his soul, I was 
anxious to learn how Willie had attained to this 
assurance, and took the first opportunity ot 
telling him that none could really value the 
Saviour except those that were made to feel their 
lost, helpless, and ruined condition. I said to 
him, '* Willie, do you know anything of this ? " 
He replied, " I believe I have many times felt 
myself to be a poor lojst sinner ; but cannot say 
just the time when I believe the Lord began His 
work upon my soul. It is a long time now, and 
I was very much impressed by the death of John 
Hampson." J. H, was a fellow-scholar, of whom 
we can feel we can say : — 

" On earth he sought the Saviour's grace, 
On earth he loved His name ; 
And now he sees His blessed face, 
And stands before the Lamb. 

Singing, Glory, Glory, Glory." 

A short memoir of him has been printed. I 
was also very much impressed in the class as we 
read Psalm li. ; especially from those words, 
'* A broken and a contrite heart, O God, Thou 
wilt not despise." But, he went on, •* I did not 
feel I had a broken and a contrite heart, but 
pi any times begged of the Lord to give me one, 
and I believe He has heard and answered my 
prayers, for one night, at the commencement of 
this illness, I was feeling very ill, and thought T 
could not live through the night; but the fear of 
death was taken away, and I felt my sins were 
all forgiven, and that I should go to heaven 

hen I died." 
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The Lord gave grace and tried it. 

When I next saw Willie he said to me,** I have 
been so afraid, I was only an hypocrite, and 
Satan told me it was no use for me to try to pray, 
for God would not listen; that He had forsaken 
me ; but it was not so, for He has come again." 
** When you see Mr. Proctor will you thank him 
for all his kindness to me, and say I am very 
comfortable in my mind. This promise is so 
sweet : * Lo, I am with you alway, even unto the 
end of the world.' " 

'* Not as the world the Saviour loves, 
He is no fickle friend ; 
When once He loves He never leaves, 
But loves us to the end." 

On another occasion, I visited him and found 
him in a prostrate condition. For some time he 
was unable to speak. When he revived a little, 
he said to his mother, '* I believe I could go to 
sleep now." The only way he could then sleep 
was upon his mother's arm, whilst she held her 
hand upon his heart. We remained quiet, and 
Willie slept for about three-quarters of an hour. 
When he awoke, he smiled, and said, '* The Lord 
is good to me, I feel so much better now, but, 
mother, you must be cramped." She replied, 
'* I do not mind, my dear, so that you have had 
a little sleep " He threw his arms around her 
neck, kissed her most affectionately, and said, 
" The Lord will reward you for all your love to 



me. 



Turning to me, he said, '* I am sometimes 
afraid mother will think me unkind because I 
long to go ; but it is ndt because I do not love 
her." I said to him, " You love your Jesus more." 
He answered, "Yes, I do." 

A short time after this, Willie expressed a 
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desire to see our dear pastor, Mr. Hazlerigg. 
Mr. H. gladly complied. When Willie spoke to 
me concerning Mr. H.'s visit, he said, '* Mr. H. 
read and prayed with me, I very much enjoyed 
his prayer." I said to him, " Did you feel at 
liberty to speak to Mr. H. r" He replied, "Mr. 
H. asked me some very plain questions, and I 
hope I was enabled, by the grace of God, to 
answer them." 

I asked him if he would like to get well again. 
He replied, " I should not." I said, "You have 
a good hope." He answered, "Yes, in Christ, 
He is all-sufficient." 

One day a friend called to see Willie, and when 
she was told the doctor gave no hopes of him 
ever being any better, she said, " Now, Willie, you 
know what you must do." He said to me, " I 
made no reply, but thought to myself, if anything 
was left for me to do it would indeed be poor 
doing, Christ must do it all." 

A little later I sat beside him, and he said, " Is 
it not nice to feel that when we pray God sees us 
in Christ r " The same evening he said, " This 
promise is so sweet, it comes to me over and over 
again: ' Peace I leave with you ; My peace I give 
unto you ; not as the world giveth, give I unto 
you.* But grace must be tried." 

A short time after this I again saw him, and 
said to him, " How have you been getting on ? " 
He replied, "I have been tried both in body and 
mind, but am comfortable now. This verse has 
been made so sweet to me: 

•* *If such the sweetness of the streams. 
What must the fouatain be 
Where saints and angels draw their bliss 
Immediately from Thee.' " 

As he drew nearer the end his sufferings 
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became most intense. It was most touching to 
hear him cry, " Lord Jesus, I am weary, do come 
and take me. I long to be free, but do give 
patience and submission to Thy will. Thou 
knowest our frame, and rememberest we are but 
dust." 

He was very ^^atefiil to the dear friends who 
administered to his necessities, or watched beside 
him through the night. He would often say, 
" Nothing happens by chance, it is the Lord that 
inclines the heart." 

Mr. H. continued to visit him. Willie highly 
esteemed Mr. H., and said to me, " I should like 
Mr. H. to bury me. Will you ask him if he will 
do so." He also said he should like six of his 
fellow-scholars to bear him to the grave. As the 
end drew near, he became almost too weak to 
speak. One evening I had been to see him, and 
felt I might not see him again. I asked him if 
there was an)rthing more he would like to say to 
me before he went home. He answered, '* Yes." 
I waited, and then with great earnestness, he 
said, ** Tell the boys to be attentive." I said, 
" And must I say this is your dying wish ? " He 
answered, " Yes." 

The last Sabbath Willie spent upon earth will 
not soon be forgotten by those who sat by him. 
His uncle, a gracious man, felt it to be a time of 
refreshing to his own soul. As he spoke to the 
dying youth of Jesus, Willie's countenance 
beamed with joy. When he saw his mother 
weeping, he said to her, " I do not like to see you 
cry, mother, there is no need to do so for me, for 
I am very happy." 

The next day he said to his aunt, " I want to 
go home." As the mind had been a little wander- 
ing, she thought it might still be so, and said. 
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" My dear, you are at home/' He immediately 
replied, " No, I am not, I want to go home to my 
Saviours home." 

For a short time the enemy was permitted to 
harass, but the dear Lord appeared again, sweetly 
fulfilling His promise: "Lo, I am with you alway, 
even unto the end of the world." 

** One gentle sigh his fetter broke , 
We scarce could say, he's gone, 
Before his willing spirit took 
Its mansion near the throne»*' 

S. A. Phillips. 
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CHILDREN IN HEAVEN. 



Yes ; there are little ones in heaven, 
Who once were here below ; 

Their bodies died, but Christ has given 
Their souls release from woe. 

And now they see His lovely face 
Who washed them from their sin ; 

They sing His free unbounded grace, 
Which took young children in. 

They needed cleansing in His blood — 
The Lamb on Calvary slain ; 

Nor young nor old can go to God 
Unless they're bom again« 
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HYMNS FOR THE SUNDAY-SCHOOL. — A 
Collection of Hymns designed for the us. of 
Sunday-schools and the Young generally. Eighth 
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of Hymns, not only sound in their teaching, but 
suitable for the intended purpose. It is well 
printed in clear type and on good paper, and 
strongly bound. This selection of Hymns has 
been adopted by nearly two hundred schools. 

Prices : Limp cloth, lettered, 4d., per dozen, 3s. 

Cloth boards, gilt lettered, 6d., „ 4s. 6d. 

Red Roan ,, 8d., „ 6s. 

Roan, gilt edges ,, is., „ los. 

THE GOSPEL HYMN-BOOK.— A Collection of 
H3rmns for Prayer-meetings, Open-air Services. 
Occasional Gatherings, Cottage Meetings, Gospel 
Services, and Mission Work generally. Second 
edition. This book is intended to supply a want 
long felt. It contains our choicest and grandest 
hymns, in sufficient number and variety for the 
meetings and uses indicated above ; it is printed 
in large, clear type ; and is produced at a price 
that will permit its free use upon the occasions 
named, when a larger book would be too bulky 
and too expensive. 157 hymns are here given, 
well printed, in coloured wrapper, for 2d., or in 
cloth covers for 4d. Ministers and others engaged 
in the work of the Go^el are invited to apply for 
a sample copy of this Hymn-book, with terms for 
quantities. 



The Gospel Echo: 
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